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The firft part of the Conten- 

tion of the two Famous Houfes of Yor^e 

and Lancafter, with the death of 
the good Duke Humfrey, 

Surer at cue doore,King Henry the (ixt, and Humfrey Duke of Cloct - 
fier, the Duke of Somerfet, the Duke of Buckingham, Cardinal! 
Beveford, and others . 

Otter at the other doore , the Duke ofTorke,and the (JWarques ofSuf- 
folke, and Queen Margaret , and the Earle ef Salutary andlPar* 
mckf. 

Saffotke. 

!$l^X^Sby your high Imperiall Maiefiics command,, 
^4V^I had in charge at my depart for France, 
Procurator for your Excellence, 

~rinces 



marry Princes Margaret for your Grace; 
n§^#^ilso in the ancient famous Citty Towers, 

In prcfcnce of the Kings of France and Cyffite, 

The Dukes of Orleance , Calabar , "Britaine, and Alonfon, 
Seuen Earles, twelue Barons, and twenty reucrend Bylhops, 
I did performe my taske, and was cfpoufd. 

And now, mod humbly on my bended knees, 

In fight of England and her royall Peeres, 

Deliuer vp my title in the Queene 

Vnto your gracious Excellence, that arc the fubftance 

Of that greatfhadowl did reprefent : 

The happiefl gift that eucr Marquefle gaue, 

Tire faireft Queene that euer King poffeft. 




The contention of the two famotu Houfes 

King. Suffolk? arife. 

Welcome Qveene Margaret to Englifh Henries Court,. 

The greateft Ihew ofkindnefleyet we can beftow, 

Is this kinde kifte : O gracious God of hcaueni 
Lend me a heart repleate with thankefulnefle. 

For in this beauteous face thou haft beftowd 
A world of pleafures to my perplexed fouls, 
ff^ueene, Th’exceffiuelouc 1 beare vote your Grace, 

Forbids me to be lauifh of my tongue, 

Lead: I fhould fpeake more then befeemes a woman : 

Let this fuffice, my bliffe is in your liking. 

And nothing can make poore Margaret mifcrablc, 

Vnlefte the frownc of mighty Englands king. 

King. Her lookes did wound, but now her fpeech doth pierce 
Loucly Queene Margaret fit downe by my fide : 

And VnklcGlofter,andyou Lorldly Peeres, 

With one voyce welcome my beloued Quecnc, 

AH. Longliuc Queene Margaret, Englands happiuelfe. 
Qufene. VVe thanke you all. Sound trumpets 

Suffolk?. My Lord Protestor, fo it plcafe your Grace, 

Heere arc the Articles confirmd, of peace 
Betweene our Soucraigne and the French king Charles, 

Till terme of eightecne months be fuil expir’d. 

Hum. Inprimt's, It is agreed betweene the French king f'harles 
and William de la Pole Marqucffe of Sujfolke, Embaflador for 
Henry king of England, that the faidc Henry dial wed & cfpoufe 
the Lady Margaret , daughter to Raynard King of Naples,Cyffels, 
and lentfalem , and crowne her Quecnc of England„crcthe thir- 
ty day of the next month. 

Item , It is further agreed betweene them, that the Dutcheffe 
of Anioy and of Maine, {\n\lbc releafed and deliuered ouerto 
the King her fa— — — — 

Duke Humfrey lets it fall. 

King. How now vnckle, whats the matter that you ftay fo fo« 
dainly. 

Hum. Pardon my Lord, afodaine qualme came ore my heart, 
which dimmes mine eyes that I can ccadcno more* 

My 



of Tor he andLoneoffer. 

My Lord of Yorke, I pray do you reade on. 

York?. Item, It is further agreed betweene them, that the Dilf- 
ebefle of Anioy and of Moyne, fhall bee releafed and deliuered o» 
uer to the King her father, and Che fent ouer of the king ofEng- 
lands owne proper coft and chargej,without dowry. 

King. They pleafe vs well, Lord Marqueffe kneele downe : we 
heere create thee firftDukeof Suffolke, and girt theewith the 
fword. Cofin of Yorke, wee heere difeharge your Grace from 
being Regent in the parts of France, till terme of i 8 .months be 
full expirde. 

Thankes vnckle Winchefier,Clofiir,Torhe, and 'Buckingham, So* 
merfet, Salisbury , and Warwick?. 

We thanke you for all this great fauour done. 

In entertainment to my Princely Queene, 

Come let vs in, and with allfpeedc prouidc 
To fee her Coronation be performd. 

Exit King, Queene, and Suffolk?, & Duke Humphrey 

Jlayes all the refi. 

Hum. BrauePeercs ofEngland, pillers of the State, 

To you Duke Humphrey muft vnfold his greefe. 

What didmy brother Henry toile himfelfe. 

And wafte his fubie&s for to conquer France ? 

And did my brother Bedford fpend his time, 

To keepe in awe that ftout vnruly Rcalme? 

And hauc not I and mine vnckle Bewford heere, 

Done all we could to keepe that land in peace ? 

And is all our labours then fpent quite in vaine f 
For Suffolke he* the new made Duke that rules the roaft, 

Hath gi uen away.for pur King Henries Queene, 

The Dutcheffe of Anioy and Mayne vnto her father. 
Ah,Lords,fatall is this marriage, cancelling our ftates, 

Reuerfing monuments of conquered France , 

Vndoing all, as none had nerc bcene done. 

Card . Why how now cofinGlofter, what needs this s' 

As if our King were bound vnto your will. 

And might not do his will withoutyour leaue r 

Proud PfotciSor, enuy in thine cyesslfce^v 
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The big fwolne venomc of thy hatefull heart. 

That dares prefumc gainft that thy Soueraigne likes. 

Hum. Nay my Lords, tis not my words that troubles you. 
But my prefence, proud Prelate as thou art : 

But ile be gone, and giuc thee leaue to Ipeake. 

Farewell my Lords, and fay w hen I am gone, 

I prophefied France would be loft ere long. 

Exit Duke Humfrey, 

Card. There goes our Prote&or in a rage. 

My Lords you know he is my great enemy. 

And though he be Prote&or of the Land, 

And thereby couers his deceitfull thoughts. 

For you well fee, if he but walke the ftreetes. 

The common people fwartne about him ftraight. 

Crying Iefus blelfe your royall excellence,; 

With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey, 

And many things befides that are not knowne. 

Which time will bring to light in fmooth duke Humfrey. 

But I will after him,and ifl can, 

lie lay a plot to heaue him from his feate. 

Exit Cardinal!. 

Buck. But let vs watch this haughty Cardinal!, 

Colin ofSomerfet borulde by me, 

Weele watch duke Humfrey and the Cardinall too. 

And put them from the marke they faine would hit. 

Somer. Thankcs cofin 'Buckingham, ioyne thou with me, 
And both ofvs with the duke of Suffolkc, 

Weele quickly beatieduke Humfrey from his feate. 

Buc£ Content, come then let vs about it ftraight. 

For either thou or 1 will be Prote&or. 

Exit Buckingham and Somerfet , 
Sal. Pride went before, ambition foilowes after. 

Whilft thefe dofecke their owne preferments thus. 

My Lords let vs feeke for our Countries good: 

Oft haue I feene this haughty Cardinall 
Sweare,and forfweare himfelfc, and braue it out. 

More like a Ruffian then a man of the Church. 



\ Torke and Lancafer. 

Cofin Torke, the vi&ories thou haft wonne, 

In Ireland, Normandy , and i n. France, 

Hath wonne thee immortall praife in England. 

And thou braue Warveicke, my thrice valiant fonne. 

Thy Ample plainncfle and thy houfe-keeping, 

Hath won thee credit amongft the common fort. 

The reuerence of mine age, and Neuels name, 

Is of no little force ifl command. 

Then let vs ioyne all three in one for this. 

That good duke Humfrey may his ftate poflefle. 

But wherefore weepcs iframicke my noble fonne. 

War. For greefe that all is loft that fVarrvicki won, 

Sonnes. Anioy and Maine, both giuen away at once. 

Why SFarmckjdid win them, & mull that then which we wonne 
with our fwords,be giuen away with words. 

Torke • As 1 haue read, our Kings of England were wont to haue 
large dowries with their wiues, but our king Henry gmss a- 
way his owne. 

Saif. Come fonnes away and looke vnto the maine. 

War. Vnto the CMaine, Oh father Maine is loft. 

Which warwicke by maine force did win from France, 

Maine chance father you meant, but I meant Maine, 

WhiclvI y*ill win from France, or elfe bceflaine. 

Exit Salisbury and IPamicke. 
Torke. Anioy and Maine, both giuen vnt© the French, 

Cold nevves for me, for I had hope of France , 

Euen as I haue of fertile England. 

A day will <omc when Torke ft rail claime-his owne. 

And therefore I will take the Neuels parts. 

And make a fhew of lone to proud duke Humfrey % 

And when I fpy aduantage, claim© theCrowne, 

For thats the golden marke 1 feeke to bit : 

Nor fhall proud Loncafier vfurpe my right. 

Nor hold the Scepter hi his childifti fift. 

Nor wcare the diadem vpon his head, 

W hofe Church-like humors fits not fora Crowne s 
Then Torke be ftill a whiie till time doc ferue. 



Watch- 





Enter ‘Duke Humfrey , and Dante Ellanor , 

Cobh.im bis wife, 

.. . ‘ • 

Elnor. Why droopes my Lord like ouer-ripened Corne 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load. 

What lecft thou Duke Humfrey King Henries Crowne? 

Reach at it, and if thine arme bee too fhort, 

Mine dull lengthen it. Art thou not a Prince / 
VncklctothcKing?and his Protedior? 

Then what fhouldll thou lacke that might content thytViinde ? 

AT/m. My louely Nell, farre be it from my heart. 

To thinke of treafons gainft my Soueraigne Lord, 

But I was troubled with a dreame to night. 

And God I pray, it do betide none ill. 

Elnor, Wlut dreamt my Lord /Good Humfrey Xe\\ itme. 

And ile interpret it : and when thats done, 

11c tell thee then what I did dreame to night. 

Hum, This ni ght when I was laid in bed, I dreamt 
That this my ffaffe, mine Office badge in Court, 

W3$ broke in twaine, by whom I cannot gefle : 

But as I thinke by the Cardinall. What it bodes 
God knowes ; and on the ends were plac’d 
The heads o i Edmund Duke of Somerfet, 

And fVilliam de la Pole firft Duke of Sujfolke, 

Elnor, Tu(h 
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Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe, 

To pry into the fecrets of the Bate, 

Till Henry furfetting in ioyes ofloue. 

With his new Bride, and Englands deere bought Qtieenc 
And Humfrey with the Peeres be falne at iarres, ^ 

Then will I raife aloft the milke-white Rofe, 

With whofe fweec fmcll the ayre fhalljae perfumde. 

And in my Standard beare the Armes of Torkg, 

To grapple with the houfe of Lancafler: 

And force perforce,*ile nuke him ycelde the Crowne, 

Whofe bookifh rule hathpuld fake England downe. 

Exit Terke. 






Yorke and LancaHer, 

Elnor. Tufh my Lord, this fignifics nought but this, 

That he that bfeakes a fticke of Glofters groue. 

Shall for the offence make forfet ofhis head. 

But now my Lord ile tell you what I dreamt, 

Methought 1 was in the Cathedrall Church „ 

At Weftminffer,and feated in the chaire 

Where Kings and Queencs are crown’d, and at my feete 

Henry and Margaret with a Crowne of Gold, 

Stood ready to fet it on my Princely head. 

Hum. Vie Nell. Ambitious woman as thou art. 

Art thou not fecond woman in this land. 

And ttye Protediors wife i belou’d of him i 
And Wilt thou ftill be hammering treafon thus ? 

Away I fay, and let me hcare no more. 

Elnor. How now my Lord, what angry with your Nell 
For telling but her dreame ? The next I haue 
Ile keepe it to my Celfe,and not be rated thus. 

Hum. Nay 2Vc//,ile giue no credit to a dreame,- 
But I would haue thee to thinke on no fuch things. t 

Enter a tMejfenger. 

Mejf. And it pleafe your Gtace,the King and Queen to mor- 
row morning will ride a hawkingto’s. AUsones^Sc craues your 
company along with them. _ . ; 

Hum. With all my heart ; I will attend his Grace. 

Come Aft//, thou wilt go with vs I am furc. * 

- W Exit Humfrey. 

Elnor. Ile come after you, for I cannot go before, f>t 

As long asGloffer beares this bafe and humble mindc : 
Werelaman.andProtedlorasheis, 1 ' 

I’de reach to’th Crowne, or make fome hop headlefic. 

And being but a woman, ile not behinde - . :io ' 1 

Forplaying of my part, in fpitc of all'that feekto crofle methusi 
Who is within there? ,:J - 



If I 



Enter frr Iohn Hum. 

WilohnHum, whatnewes with you ? 

B 



v .VrwS r 

Sir lobs. 
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Sir John. Ieliis preferue your Maiefly. , . 

Elnor. My Maiefty : why man, I am but Grace. 

Sir John. I, but by the grace of God, and Bums aduice, 

Vour Graces ftate fhall be aduanc’d ere long. 

Elnor. What, haftthou conferr’d with Mxrgtrj Iourdain, the 
cunning witch of Rje, with Roger BuUenhrooke and the reft ? and 
will they vndertake to dome good i 

Sir John. I haue Madam, and they hauc promifed me to raile 
a fpirit from depth of vndcr ground, that (liall tell your Grace 
all queftions you demand. 

Elnor. Thankes good fir John. 

Some two dayes hence I geffe will fit our time, 

Then fee that they be hecre : 

]Por now the King is riding to Saint Albones , 

And all the Dukes and Earles along with him. 

When they be gone, then fafely may they come. 

And on the backe fide of my Orchard heere. 

There call their Spelles in filence of the night. 

And fo refolue vs of the thing.we with ; 

Till when, drinke that for my fake, and fo farewell. 

Exit EIamot # 



Sir John. Now fir John Bunt, No words but mum. 
Seale vpyour lips, for.y*“ mull iilcnt be ; 
Thefi'-g^‘ TClC lon § nuke mc ml § ht Y 
The Dutchcffe Ihe thinkes now that all is well. 

But 1 haue Gold comes from another place. 

From one that hyred me to fet her on. 

To plot thefe treafons gainft the King and P ceres 5 
And that is the mighty Duke ofSuffolke. 

For he it is, but I muft not fay fo. 

That by my meanes muft workc the Dutchcffe fajl. 
Who now by Coniurarions thinkes to rife. 

But whift fir John, no morcofthat Ltro, 

For feare you lofe your head before you go.. 



Exit 



Enter two Petitioners Veter the Armourers mute, 
i . Petit. Come firs lew linger here abouts stwhile, 



Vntill 



Torke And Laac A fter. 

Vntill my Lord P rote ^ or come th .‘ s wa y» 

That we may (hew his Grace our teuerjklicaufes. *.•<■ 

t Petit. 1 pray God faue the Good Duke Bumfries life. 

For but for him a many were vndone, 

That cannot get no fuccour in the Court. 

But fee where he comes with the Queene. 

Enter the Duke ofSuffolke with the Queene, uni thej take 
him for Duke Uumfrej, andgitset 

him their writings. 

t. Petit. Oh we are vndone, this is the Duke of Suffolk e, 
> f «.Now good-fellows, whom would you (peak withal 
t.Petit.lht pleafeyour Maieftie, with my Lord Protc&ors 

Qff , Are your fuites to his Grace ? Let vs lee them firft, 

Looke on them my Lord ofSuffolke. - 

Suffolk !. A Complaint againft the Cardinals man. 

What hath he done? , c 

2 . Petit. Marry my Lord, he hath ftole away my wife, 

And th’are gone together, and 1 know not where to finde them. 
Stiff. Hath he ftolethy wife- that’s feme iniury mdeede. 

But what fay yc , . . * 

Peter Thumpe.lAxtty fir I come to tell you, that my May lier 
faide, that the Duke of Yorke was true heire to the Crown,and 
that the King was an vfurcr. 

Queene. An vfurper thou wouldft fay. 

Peter. I forfooth,an vfurper. 

Queene. Didft thou fay the King was an vfurper i 
Peter. No forfooth,! (aide my maifter faide fo, th other day 
when wee werefcowring .the Duke of Yorkcs armour in our 
Garret. 

Suf. I marry, this is fomethinglike. 

Who’s within there ? 



Enter one or two, 

Sirra, take in this fellow, and keep© him clofe, 

B* 



And 
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And Tend out a Purfcuant for his matter ftraight. 

Week heerc more of this thing before the King, 

Exit with the Armorers man. 
Now Sir, what’s yours i Let me fee it. 

What’s hcere i 

A complaint againft theDukeofSufFolke,for cn doling the 

commons oflong Melford. 

How now fir knaue. 

i, Petit. Ibefeech your Grace to pardon me, I am but aMcf. 
fengerfor the whole towne-ftiip. 

He teares the Papers. . 

Suffolk . So now fhew your petitions to Duke Humfrey, 
Villainesget you gone, and come not nccre the Court, 

Dare thel'e pefants write againtt me thus ? 

Exit Petitioners. 

Queene. My Lord of Suffolke you may fee by this, 

The Commons loues vnto that haughty Duke, 

That fcckcs to him more then to King Henry : 

Whofeeyes are alwaies poring on his booke. 

And nere regards the honor of his name. 

But ftill mutt be protedfed like a childe. 

And gouerned by that ambitious Duke, 

That fcarfe will mooue his cap to fpeake to vs. 

And his proud wife, high-minded Slanor, 

That ruffles it with fuch a troope of Ladies, 

As ftranger* in the Court take her for Queene : 

She beares a Dukes whole reuennewes on her backe* 

The other day fhe vanted to her maides. 

That the very traine of her worft gowne. 

Was worth more wealth then all my fathers landes. 

Can any gnpefe ofminde belike to this? 

I tell thee Pole , when thou didft run at Tilt, 

And ftolft away our Ladies hearts in France, 

I thought King Henry had bene like to thee. 

Or elfe thou hadft not brought me out of France. 

Sn]f. Madam, content your felfe a little while. 

As 1 was caufe of yourcomming into England, 




Torke and Lancaster. 

So will I in England worke your full content : 

And as for proud Duke Humfrey and his wife, 

I haue let lime- twigs that will entangle them, 

As that your Grace ere long fhall vnderftand. 

But Bay Madame, heerc comes the King. 

Enter King Henrie, and the Duke of Torke and the Duke of Sommer - 
■Jet on both fides of the King, whiff ering with hint ■' Then enter eth 
Duke Humphrey, Dame E/anor , the Duke of Buckingham, the 
Earle of Salisbury, the Earle of lParwicke, and the far din all of 
mnehefter. 

King. My Lords I care not who be Regent in Prance, ox Torke 
or Somerfet , all’s one co me. 

Torke. My Lord, if ! Torke haue ill demean’d himfelfe, 

Ler Somerfet enioy his place, and go to Fraunce. 

Som.Then whom your grace thinkes worthy, let him goe. 
And there be made the Regent oucr the French. 

ITarwicke. Whomfoeuer you account worthy, 

Torke is the worthieft. * 

Card. Peace Warwicke, giue thy betters leaue to fpeake. 

War. The Cardnal’s not my better in the fielde. 

Buck. All in this place are thy betters farre. 
tPar. And tE'arwicke may hue to be beft of al!.> 

Queene. My Lord in mine opinion, it were beft that Somerfet i 
were Regent ouer France. 

Hum. Madame, our King is olde enough himfelfe, - 
To giue his cnfwer without your confent. 

Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace . 

To be Protedfor ouer him fo long. 

Hum. Madam, I am but Prote&or orcthe Land, 

And when it plcafe his Grace, I will refigne my charge. 

Suffolk e. Refigne it then, for fines thou waft a King 
( As who is King but thee:) the common ftate 
Doth as we fee,all wholly go to wracke. 

And Millions of treafure hath beene fpent. 

And as for the Regentftiip ofFrance, 
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I fay Sonterfet is more worthy then Torke. 

Tor he, lie tell thee Sttffolke why I am not worthy, 

Becaufe I cannot flatter as thou canft. 

War t And yet the worthy deeds that Torke hath done. 

Should make him worthy to be honoured heere. 

Suf. Peace head-ftrong Warwteke. 

War. Image ofpride, wherefore (hould I peace ? 

Suf. Becaufc heere is a man accufde ofTreafon, 

Pray God the Duke of Torhe do clearc himfelfc. 

Ho, bringhither the Armourer andhis man. 

£nter the Armourer and his mutt. 

If it pleafeyourGrace, this fellow here, hath accufed his matter 
ofhighTreafon, andhiswordcs werethefe: That the Dukeof 
Torke was lawfull heire vnto the Crowne, and that your Grace 
was an vfurper. > 

Torke. I belecch your Grace let him haue what punnifhmcnt 
the Law will affoord for his villany. 

King. Come hither fellow, didft thou fpeake thefe words ? 

Arm. An’c (hall plcafe your worship, 1 neuer fayde any fuch 
matter, God is my witnelfc, I am falfely accufed by this villen 
heere. 

Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did fay fo. 

Torke. I bcfeechyour Grace, let him haue the Law. 

Armorer , Alas matter, hang me if euer I fpake the words. My 
accufer is my prentice, and when I did correft him for his fault 
the other day, he did vow vpon his knees that he wuuld be euefl 
with mee •• I haue good witnefle of this, and therefore I befeech 
your worttiip do not caft away an henett man for a villaines ac- 
cusation. 

King. Vnclc Glotter, what do you thinke of this i 

Hum. The law my Lord is this by cafe, itrefts fufpitious. 
That a day ofcombate be appointed. 

And there to try each others right or wrong, 

With Eben ftaues and Sandbags, combatting 
In Smithficldjbeforeyour royall Maiefly. Exit tfumfreg. 

tArmour, And I accept the combate willingly. 

Peter 





Torke and LancaHer • 

peter. Alafle my Lord, I am not able for to fight. 

Suf. You mutt cither fight firra, or elfe be hang’d : 

Go take them hence againe to prifon. Exit with thettu. 

The Queens lets fall hergloue, and hits the Dutch e(fe of 
Clofier , a boxe on the eare. 

Queene.G iue me my gloue. Why Minion can you not fee ? 

Shee fir ikes her. 

I cry you mercy Madam, I did miftake, 

1 did not thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman i 
Could I come ncere your dainty yifage with my nayles, 

1’de fet my ten commandments in your face. 

King. Be patient gentle Abut, 

It was againft her will. 

Elnor. Againft her will. Good King (hee’ll dandle thee. 

If thou wilt alwayes thus be rul’d by her. 

But let it reft : as fure as 1 do liue. 

She (hall not ftrikeDame Elnor vnreueng’d. 

Exit Elnor . 

King. Beleeue me my loue, thou wert much too blame ; 
-Would not for a thoufand pounds of Gold, 

J My Noble Vnckle had beene heere in place. . 

Enter Duke Humfrej* 

But (ee where he comes : I am glad he met her not, 

Vnkle Glotter, what anfwcr makes your Grace, 

Concerning our Regent for the Realme ofFrance, 

Whom thinkes your Graceis meeteft for to fend. 

Hum. My gracious Lord, then this is my refolue. 

For that thefe words the Armourer (hould fpeake, 

Doth bteede fufpition on the part ofYorkc, 

LetSomerfctbe Regent ore the French, 

Till trials made, and Yorkemay cleare himfelfc. 

King. Thenbe it fo, my Lord ofSomerfet, 

We make your Grace Regent ouer the French, 

And to defend our right ’gainft Terrains foes. 



ill 



And 
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And To do good vnto theRealme of France. 

Make haft my Lord, tis time that you were gone. 

The time of truce I thinke is full expir’d. 

Somer. I humbly thanke your royall Maicfty, 

And take my leaue to pofte with fpecd to France. 

Exit Somerfet, 

King. Come Vnkle Glofter, now let’s haue our horfe. 

For we will to Saint Albones prefently. 

Madam your Hawke they fay is fwift of flight. 

Arid we will try how (he will flye to day. Exit omnes. 



Enter Elanor yvith Sir lohn Hum, Roger L - - r '- - 

And Margery Iturdaii 



Elnor. Heere fir lohn, take this fcrole of paper here. 
Wherein is writ the queftions you (hall aske, 

And I will ftand vpon this Tower heere. 

And heare the fpirir what it fayes to you : 

And to my queftions, write the anfwers downe. 



She goes vp to the Tower. 

Sir lohn. Now firs begin, and caft your fpels about, 

A nd charme the fiendes for to obey your wils. 

And tell Dame Elnor of the thing (lie askes. 

Witch. Then Roger Bullenbrooke about thy taske. 

And frame a circle heere vpon the earth, 

Whilft I thereon all proftrate on my face. 

Do talkeand whifper with the Diuels below. 

And coniurc them for to obey my will. 

Shee lyes downe vpon her face, 
Bullenbrooke makes a Circle. 

Bullen. Darke night, dread night, the filence of the night. 
Wherein the Furies maske inhellifh troupes. 

Send vp I charge you from Sofittu Lake, 

The fpirit Afcalon to come to mee. 

To pierce the bowels of this Centricke earth. 

And hither come in twinkling of an eye, 

Afcalon 



Yorh and Ldncafter. 

Jfcaton, ^ e ^*J[ rs an ’ d lightens, and then the tfirite 
rifeth vp. 

Ctirit Now Bullenbrooke what wouldft thou haue me doe ? 
Tnllen. Firft of the King, what (hall become of him ? 

J riu The Duke yet liues, that Henry (hall depofe. 

But' him out-hue, and dye a violent _ death. 

Bullen. What fate awaites the Duke of Sujfolke. 
fiirit. By water (hall he die, and take his end. 

Bullen What fhall betide the Duke of Somerfet? 

Spirit. Let him (hunCaftlcs, fafer (hall hebevponthe fandy 
plaines, then where Cattles mounted ftand: 

Now queftion me no more, for I mutt hence agame. 

He (wkes downe againe. 

Bullen. Then downe I fay, vnto the damned poole. 

Where Pluto in his fiery waggon fits. 

Riding amidft the findg’ d and parched imoakes. 

The rode of Dytat by the Riuer Sti* : 

There howle and burne for euer in thofe flames. 

Rife Iourdaine rife, and flay thy charming Spels. 

Zounds, we are betraide. 

Enter the Duke ofTorke, and the Duke of ‘Bucking- 
ham, and others. 

Torke. Comc firs, lay hands on them, and binde them fure. 

This time ywas well watcht. What Madame are you there i 
This will be great credit for your husband , 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Coniurers, 

The King (hall haue notice of this thing. c xit £i nor J- m _ ’ 

"Buckj See heere my Lord, what the diuell hath writ, 

Torke. Giuc it me my Lord, He fhew it to the King : 

Go firs, fee theinfaft loekt in prifon. 

Bucking. My Lord,! pray you let me go pofte vnto the King, 
Vnto S. Albones,to tell thisnewes. 

Torkf. Content. Away then,aboutit ftraight. Bucks 
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Buck. Farewell my Lord. 

Exit Tj U'C 

York*. Whofe within there i 

Enter one. 



One. My Lord. 

Yorkg, Sirrah, go will the Earles of Salsbury and Warwick to 
fup with me to night. 

One, I will my Lord, 



Exit Torkt, 

Bxit. 



Enter the King and Quyene with her Hawke on herfifi, and Dufy 
Hnmfrey and Suffolk, e, und the Cardjnall, as if 
they came from Hawking, 

Queene. My Lord, how did your grace like this laft flight*, 
Buc as I cart her off the winde did rife. 

And twas ten to one, old lone had not gone out. 

Kmg. How wonderfull the Lords workes arc on earth, 
Euen in thefe filly creatures of his hands, 

Vnkle Glofter,how hye your hawke did fore. 

And on a fodainc fouc’d the Partridge downe, 

Suff. No maruell if it pleafe your Maiefty, 

^ly Lord Prote&ors hawkes do towre fo wel^ 

They know their mafter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum. Faith my Lord, it’sbut a bafe trinde. 

That fores no higher then a bird can fore. 

Card . I thought your Grace would be dboue the clouds. 

Hum. I my Lord Cardinall, were it not good 
Your grace could fly toheauen. 

Card, Thy hcauen is on earth, thy words and thoughts beatt 
on a Crowne, proud Prote&or, dangerous Peer e, to fmoothe it 
thus with King and Gommonwealch. 

Hum, How now my Lord,why this is more then needs,church 
men fo hot? Good vnckle can you do’t. 

Suf. Why not.hauing fo good a quarrell,and fo bad acaufc* 

Hum. As how, my Lord ? 

Suf. As you, my Lord, and tlike your Lordly Lordes ProK* 
ftorfhip. 

Hum. Why Suffolkc, England knowenhy infolence. 



Queens. Andthy ambition Glofter. ^ 

K«£,Ceafc gentle Queene, and whette not on thefe furious 
Lords to wrath, for blefled arcthepeace-makers on earth. 

Card. Let me be bleffed for thepeace I make, 

Aaatnft this proud Proteaor with my fword. 

°H»m. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were come to that. 

Card. Euen when thou dar’ft. 

Hum. Dare: I tel thee Piicft,Plantagcnets could neuer brook 

' Cttu'am Plantagenctas well as thou, and fonnetolohn of 
Gaunt. 

Hum. In baftardy. 

Card: Ifcorne thy words. 

Hum: Make vppe no fa&ious numbers.but euen in thme owne 
perfon meetc me at the Eaftend of the groue. 

Card : Here’s my hand, I will. 

King: Why how now Lords ? 

Card , Faith Cofin Glofter, had not your man caft off fo foone, 
we had had more fportto day. Come with thy iword and Buck- 
ler. 

Hum: Gods mother Prieft He fhaue your crowne. 

Card: Proteaor, proteft thy felfe well. 

King The winde growes high, fo dothy our chollcr Lords. 



Enter one crying a miracle , a miracle , 

How now? Now firra,whai miracle is it ? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S.Albones,and hath receiued his fight at the fhrine. - 

King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glorifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Mator of Saint Albones ,and his Brethren, with Mu- 
fcke, bearing the man that had bene blind between 
two in a chaire 

King: Thou happy man, giue God eternall praife, 

Fot he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

Vv here waft thou botnet' 

Poore man, hi Barwicke pleafe your Maicfty in the North. 

' C » ffitfc 



j _ ■ 

Hunt. At Barwickc, and come thus fsrre for helpc. 

'Poore man. 1 fir, it was told me in my fleepe. 

That fweete Saint Albones (hould giue me my fight againe. 
Hunt. What are lame too ? 

P.man. I indeede fir, God helpe me. 

Hum. How camft thou lame ? 
r P, man. With falling off a plum tree. 

Hum. Wert thou blind & would climb plumtrees? 

P. man. Neuer but once fir in all my life, 

My wife did long for plummes. 

Hum. But tell me,wert thou borne blindc ? 

P.man. I truly fir. 

Woman. I indeed fir, he was borne blindc. 

Bum. What art thou his mother ? 

Woman. His wife fir. 

Hum. Hadft thou bcene his mother. 

Thou couldft haue better tolde. 

Why let me fee, I thinke thou canft not fee yet,. 

Vjuan. Yes truly mafter, as cleare as day. 

Hum. Sayft thoufo: what colour’s his cloake l 
P. man. Red mafter,as red as blood. 

Hum. And his cloake ? 

P.man. Why that’s green e,. 

Hum. And what colour’s his hofe? 

P. man . Yellow matter, yellow as gold. 

Hum. And what colour’s my Gowne ? 

P.man. Blackc fir, as black e as let. 

King. Then belike he knowes whatcolour ict is on, 

Suf. And yet I thinke let did he neuer fee. 

Hum. But dokes & gowns ere this day many a one. 

But tell me firra,what’s my name ? 

P.man. Alas mafter I know not.. 

Hum. What’s his name ? 

P.man. I know not. 

Hum. Nor his ? 

P.man. No truly fir. 

Hum, Nor his name ? 




of ranee and Lancaster, 

P.man. No indeede mafter. 

Bum. Whats thine owne name ? 

P.man. Sander, and it pleafe you maifter. 

Hum. Then Sander fit there, the lyingeftknauc in Chriftcn- 
dom. If thou hadft bene borne blinde, thou mightft afwel haue 
knowne all our names, as thus to name the feuerall colours wee 
do weare. Sight may diftinguifh of colodrs,but fodainly to no- 
minate them all, it is impoflible. My Lords,» S. Albonesheere 
hath done a mirade,& would you not think his cunning to bee 
great, that could rettore this Cripple to his legs againe ° 
P.man. Oh mafter I would you could. 

Hum. My Matters ofS. Albones, 

Haue you not Beadles in your Towne, 

And things call’d whippes? 

CMaytrr. Yes my Lord, if it pleafe yourGrace, 

Hum. Then fend for oneprcfently, 

Maior. Sirra, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. Exit one. 
Hum. Now fetch me a ftoolc hither by and by. 

Now firra, if yo,u meane to faue your felte from whipping, 

Leape me oucr this ftoolc, and runne away. 

Enter a 'Beadle. 

P. man. Alas mafter I am not able to ftand alone. 

You go about to torture me in vaine. 

Hum. Well fir, we muft haue you finde yourleggcs, 

Sirra Beadle, whip him till he leape ouer that fame ftoole, 

Beadle. I will my Lord, come on firra, off with your Doublet 
quickly. 

Pooreman. Alas mafter what fhall I do, l am not able to ftand. 

jSfier the Beadle bath hit him one terke, be leapes oner the floole, and 
runne s am ay ^ and they run after him, crying a My rack, aCWy~ 

Hum. A miracle,a miracle, let him betaken againe, and whipce 
through cuery Market Towne till he comes at Barwickc where 
he was borne, 

’Maior. It frail be done my Lord. Exit Mayor, 

My Lord Prote&or. hath done wonders to day-, 

£-3, Hec. 
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He hath made the blindc to fee,and halt to goe. 

Humph. but you did greater wonders, whe you made whole 
Dukedomes flye in a day. 

WitneffeFrance. 

King. Haue done I fay , and let me heare no more of that. 

Enter the ‘Duke of 'Buckingham. 

What newes brings Duke Humfrey of Buckingham^* 

2toc^.Ill newes for lome my Lord, and this it is. 

That proud darue Elnor our Protc<ftors Wife, 

Hath plotted T reafons gainft the King and Pceres, 

By witchcrafts, forceries, and coniti rings, 

Who by fuch meanes did raife a fpirit vp. 

To tell her what hap fhould betide the State, 

But ere they had finifht their diucllifh drift. 

By York? and my felfe they were all furpriz.de, 

And heeres the anfwere the diuell did make to them. 

ACrwg-.Firfl of the King, what fhall become of him ? 

Reads * The Duke yet lines, that Henry (hall depofe. 

Yet him out-liue,and die a violent death. 

Gods will be done in all. 

What fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke^ 

By water fhall he die and take his end. 

Sujfolke. By water muft the Duke of Sujfolke die ? 

It mult be fo,or elfe the diuell doth lie. 

Kmg.'Lct Somerfet fliun Caftles, 

For fafer (hall he be vpon the fandy plaines. 

Then where Caftles mounted (land. 

CW. Heeres good ftuffe,how now my Lord Protestor, 

This newes 1 thinke hath turnd your weapons point, 

1 am in doubt youlc fcarfely keepeyourpromife. 

Hutnfh.?o rbeare ambitious Prelate to vrge my gteefe. 

And pardon me my gracious Soueraigne, 

For heere I fweare vnro ^our Maicfty, 

That I am guiltlelTeof idehainous crimes 
Which my ambitiou- wife hathfjlfly done. 

And for fhc would betray her fcaeraigne Lord, 

I heere renounce her from my bed and boord. 

And 



of Yorke and Lancaster, 

And feaue her open for the law to iudge, 

Vnlefle (he cleare her lelfe of this foule deed. 

King . Come my Lords, this night weele lodge in $,Albom $ 
And to morrow we will ride to London, 

And trie the vtmoftof thefe treafons forth. 

Come vnckle Gloftcr along with vs. 

My minde doth tell me thou art innocent. 

Exitomnet, 

Enter the Duke of Yorke, and the Earles of Salisbury 

andUTarveicke. 

Yorke.'kAy Lords,our fimple fupper ended thus-. 

Let me reucale vnto your honors heere. 

The right and title of the houfeof Yovke 
To Englands Crownc by lincall defent. 

Wir.Then Yorke begin,and if thy claime be good. 

The Neuilsarethy fubie&s to command. 

TVr^e.Then thus my Lords, 

Edward the third had feuen fonnes. 

The firft was Edward the blacke Prince, 

Prince of Whales,. 

T he fee ond w as William of Hat fi eld , 

Who dyed young. 

The. third was Lyonetl , Duke of Clarence. 

The fourth was John of Gaunt , 

The Duke of Lancafier. 

The fift was Edmund of Langley, 

Duke of Yorke. 

The fixe was IPilliam of mndfore. 

Who dyed young. 

The feauenth andlaft ' was-Sir Thomas of Woodfbockg, Duke of 

Yorke. 

Now Edward the blacke Prince dyed befbrehis Father, Icauing 
behinde him two lonnes, Edward borne at Angolefme , who died 
young,and Richard that was after crowned King, by thenameof 
Ricbardthe fccond, who dyed without an heyre, . 
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Lyonell Duke of Clarence dyed, and left him one only daugh- 
ter, named Phillip >viho was married to Edmund Mortimer earle 
of March and Vlfter : and fo by her 1 claime the Crowne, as the 
true heire to Lyonell Duke of Clarence, third fonne to Edward 
the third. Now fir, in time ofRichards reigne, Henry of Bulling* 
brookc, fonne and heire to John ofGaunt, the Duke of Lanca. 
fter fourth fonne to Edward the third, he claim’d the Crowne, 
depofd the Merchfull King, and as both you know ,< in Pomfret 
Caftle harmclelfe Richard was {harmfully murthered ,and fo by 
Richards death came the houfe of Lancafter vnto jhe Crowne. 

Sal. Sauing your tale my Lord, as I haue heard in the reigne of 
Bullenbrooke, the Duke of Yorke did claime the Crowne, and 
but for OwenGlendour had bene King. 

Torke. True: but fo it fortuned then, by meanesofthatmon- 
ftrous rebell Glendour, the noble Duke of Yorke was putte to 
death, and fo euer fince the heires of Iohn ofGaunt haue poffef- 
fed the Cro^vne. But if the iffue of the elder (bould fucceed be- 
fore the iffue ofthe younger, then am I lawfuil heire vnto the 
Kingdome. 

lO'arwicke. What proceedings can be more plain, he claime* 
it from Lyonell Duke of Clarence, the third fonne to Edward 
I the third, and Henry from Iohn of Gaunt the fourth fonne. So 

that till Lionels iflue fades, his fhould not reigne. Itfayles not 
yet, but flourifheth in thee and in thy fonnes, braue flips of fuch 
a ftocke. Then noble father, kncele we both together, & in this 
priuate place, be we the firft to honour him with birth-right to 
the Crowne. 

Both. Long liuc Richard Englands royall King. 

Torke. I thanke you both. But Lords I am not your King, vn- 
til this fword be fheathed eucn in the hart blood of the houfe of 
Lancafter. 

Wsr.Then Yorke aduife thy felfe,and take thy time, 

Claime thou the Crowne, and fet thy ftandard vp. 

And in the fame aduance the milke- white Role, 

And then to guard it, will I rowfc the Beare, 

Enuirond with ten choufand Ragged ftaues. 

To aide and helpe thee for to win thy right, 

Mauger 



Torke andLancaffer. 

Mauger the proudeft Lord of Henries blood, 

That dares deny the right and claime of Torke f 
For why, my minde prefageth Ifhall liue 
Jo fee the noble Duke of Torke to be a King. 

JV^.Thanks noble PParwicke, and Yorke doth hope to fee, 
^jphe Earle of IPamicke liue, to bee the greateft man in England, 
but the King. Come lets goe. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter King Henry and the Qtteene,Duke Humfreyyhe Duke ofSuf- 
folke,and the Duke of 'Buckingham , the Cardimll, and'Dame 61- 
nor Cobh am Jed with the Officers ,and then enter to them the Duke 
of Torke, and the Earles of Salisbury and Warwicke. 

/0'»£,Stand forth Dame Elnor fobham Dutches of Clofier, and 
hearethefentcnce pronounced againft thee for thefe treafons, 
that thou haft committed gainft Vs,our State and Peeres. 

Firft for thy hainous crime, thou lhalt two dayes in London 
do pennance barefoot in the ftrectes, with a white fheete about 
thy body, and a waxe T aper burning in thy hand. That done, 
thou {halt be banifhed for euer into the Iflc of Man, there to end 
thy wretched daies ; and this is our fentence irreuocable. Away 
With her. 

Elnor. Euen to my death,for I haue liued too long. 

Exit fome with Elnor* 

Kw/g.Greeue not noble Vnckle,but be thou glad. 

In that thefe treafons thus are come to light, 

Leaft God had pourdc his vengeance on thy head. 

For her offences that thou held ft fo dcare. 

Humph. Oh gracious Henry ,giue me leaue a while. 

To leaue your Grace,and to depart away. 

For forrowes teares hath gripte my aged heart. 

And makes the fountaines of mine eyes to fwcll, 

And therefore good my Lord, let me depart. 

ifr»£.With all my hart good vnckle,wh€ you pleafc 
Yet ere thou go cR,Humfrey refigne thy ftaffe. 

For Henry will be no more protefted. 

The Lord fhall be my guide both for my land and me, 

D Humph, 
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Hum. My ftaffe, I noble Henry, my life and all. 

My ftaffe, 1 yeelde asWilling to be thine. 

As ere thy Noble father made it mine : 

And euen as willing at thy feete l leaue it. 

As others would ambitioufly rcceiue it, 

And long hereafter, when I am dead and gone. 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

King. VnklcGlofter, {land vp and go in peace. 

No lefl'e belou’d of vs, then when 

Thou wert Prote&or ouer this my land. Exit Glotler, I 

Queens. Take vp the ftaffe, for heere it ought to ftand, 

Where ihould it be, but in King Henries hand# 

Torke . Pleafe it your Maieftie, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating 
Bctweene the Armourer and his man, my Lord, 

And they are ready when your Grace doth pleafe. 

King. Then call them forth, that they may try their rights, 

£ n ter at one doore the Armourer and hit neighbour!, drinking tohim 
fo much that he is drunken, and he enters with a drum before htm, 
and his ftaffe with a fandbag fattened to it, andat the other doort 
his man with a drum and fandbag , and Prentifet drinking to hint, 



I Neighbor. Here neighbour Horner, I drinkc to you in a cup 
ofSackc ; andfeare not neighbor, you (hall do well enough, 
z Neigh. And here neighbor,herc’ s a cup of Charneco. 

3 Neigh. Here’s a pot of good double beere, neighbor drink# 
and be merry, and fearc not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, yfaith lie pledge you all. 

And a figge for Peter. 

i Pren. Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be not affraid.l 
» Tren. Here Peter,here‘s a pinte of Claret wine for thee. 

3 Pren. And here’s a quart for me,and be merry Peter, 

And feare not thy maftcr,fight for credit of thePicntifcs. 

Peter. I thanke you all, but Ilcdrinke no more: 

Heere R obin,and if I dye, heere I giue theemy hammer. 

And Will thou {halt hauc my apemc; aud heere T ono. 



Torke and Lancaster, 

Take all the money that I haue. 

O Lord bleffe me I pray God, for I am neuer able to dcalc with 
my matter, he hath learn’d fo much fence already. 

Salts. Come leaue your drinking, and fall to blovycs, 

Sirra, what’s thy name? 

Pet. Peter forfooth. 

Saif. Peter : what more ? 

Pet. Tthumpe. 

Saif. Thumpe, then fee that thou thumpe thy maifter. 

Arm. Here's to thee Neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
before wee fight, looke you, I will tell you my minde ; for I am 
come hither as it were of my mans inftigation,to proue my felfe 
an honed man,and Peter a knauc : and fo haue at you Peter with 
downright blowes, as Bcuis of South-hampton fell vpponAf- 
capart. 

Pet. Law you now, I told you hee* s in his fence already. 

Alarmes , Peter hits him on the head and fels him, 

t/frm. Hold Peter, I confeffe, T reafon,treafon. He dies . 

Pet. O God I giue thee praife. He kneels denote 

Pren. Ho well done Peter. God faue the King. 

King. Go take hence that T raitor from our fight. 

For by his death we do pcrceiue his guilt. 

And God in iuftice hath rcueal’d to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow. 

Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 

Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward. Exit omnes. 

Enter Duke Humfrey and his men t in mour- 
vingcloakes . 

Hum. Sirra, what’s a clocke ? 

Seruing. Almoft ten my Lord. 

Hum. Then is that wofull hourc hard at hand. 

That my poore Lady fhould come by this way, 

In fhamefull penance wandering in the ftreets. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The abied people gazing on thy face. 

With enuious lookei laughing at thy {ha me. 

That erft did follow thy proud Chariot vv heclcs. 
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When thou didft ride in triumph through the ftreetes. 

Enter Dame E/nor Cobb am bare-foote, and a white fheete about her 
wit h a waxe C andlt in her hand , and verfes written on her backe & 
find on, and accompanied with the Sheri ffes of London ,and Ssrlohn 
Standly, and Officers, with tils and Holbards. 

SerutngMy gracious Lord,fee whern.y Lady comes, 

Pleal'e it your grace,weele take her from the Sheriffes? 

Humph. I charge you for your hues ftir not a foote. 

Nor offer once to draw a weapon heere. 

But let them do their office as they ffiouid. 

Elnor . Come you my Lord to fee n>y open fhame ? 

Ah Glofter, now tbou doft penance too. 

See how the giddy people looke at thee. 

Shaking their heads, and pointing at thee heere. 

Go get thee gone,and hide thee from their fights. 

And in thy pent vp ftudy rue my fhame, ? 

And, ban chine enemies, Ah mine and thine. 

Hum. Ah Neltfvtest Nell , forget this extreme griefe. 

And beare it patiently to cafe thy heart, 

Elnor. hh Glofter,teach me to forget my felfe, 

F r whilftl thinke I am thy wedded wife. 

The thought of this doth kill my wofull heart. 

The ruthleffe flints do cut my tender feete. 

And when I ftart,the cruell people laugh. 

And bids me be aduifed how I tread, 

And thus with burning Tapor in my hand, 

Malde vp in fhame,with papers on my backe. 

Ah Glofter,can I endure this and liue ? 

Sometime ile fay I am Duke Humphreys wife. 

And he aPrince,Protc<5torof the land, 

Butfo he rulde,and fuch a Prince he was. 

As he flood by,whilft I his fore-lorne Dutcheffe 
Was led with fhame,and made a laughing ftocke. 

To euery idle rafeald follower. 

Humfrey. My louely ATe^what wouldft tbou haactnedo? 

Should 



Torke and Lancaster. 

Should I attempt to refeue thee from hence, 

I (hould incurre the danger of the law. 

And thy difgrace would not be fhaddowed fo. 

Elnor. Be thou milde,and ftir not at my difgrace, 

Vntill the axe of death hang ore thy head. 

As ftiortly fure it will.For Suffolke he, 

The new made D!'kc,that may do all in all 
With her that loues him fo,and hates vs all, 

And impious Torke , and Bewford that falfe Prieft, 

Haue all lymde bufhes to betray thy wings, 

And flye thou how thou canft,they will entangle thee. 

Enter a Herald of Armes. 

Herald. I fummon your Grace vnto his Highnes Parlament, 
holden at S. Edmonds -Bury ,thc firft of the next Month. 

Hum. A Parliament,and our confent ncuer craude 

Therein before. This is ■ . 

Well, we will be there. Exit Herald. 

Matter Sheriffe, 1 pray proceede no further againft my 
Lady,then the courfe of law extends. 

Sher . Pleafe it your Grace, my office here doth end. 

And Imuft deliuer her to Sir lohn Stanly. 

To be conduced into the Ifle of Man. 

Humfrey Maid you fir lohn conduift my Lady ? 

Standly . I my gracious Lord,for fo it is decreed. 

And I am fo commanded by the King. 

Humph. I pray youfir/o6»,vfe her nerc the worfe. 

In that I intreatc you to vfc her well. 

The world may fmile againe,and X may liue 
To do you fauour.if you do it her. 

And fo fir lohn farewell, 

Elnor. Whu gone my Lord,and bid not me farewel 
Humph. Witncfle my bleeding heart, I cannot flay to fpeakc 

Exit. Humfrey and hts men. 

Elnor. Then is he gone, is noble Glofter gone. 

And doth Duke Hmnfrey now forfake me too ? 

Then let me hafte fcomout fairejEnglands bounds, 

Come Standly come, and let vs hafte away. 

D 3 Standly 
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Standi). Madam let’s go vnto Tome houfe heercby. 

Where you may ftiift your felfc before we go. 

Elnor Ah good fit Iohn, my fliame cannot be hid. 

Nor put away with calling off my ftrectet 
Bu t come let vs go, mailer Sheriffe farewell. 

Thou hall but done thy office as thou ftiouldft. 

Exit omntt 

Enter to the Parliament. ; v 

Enter two Heralds before, then the Duke of Buckingham y t he Duke of 
Stiffs Ike, and then the Duke ofYorke,and the CardtnajloflVinche- 
fier y and then the King and the Queenc, and then the Earle of Sa- 
lisbury, and the Earle of (Varwicke. 

King. I wonder our V nkle Glofter Hayes fo long. 

Queene . Can you not fee ? or will you not percciue. 

How that ambitious Duke doth vfc himfelfe ? 

The time hath beene, but now the time is pall. 

That none fo humble a? Duke Humfrey was : 

But now let one mcete him cuen in the morne. 

When euery one will giue the time of day. 

Yet he will neither moue nor fpeake to vs. 

See you not how the Commons follow him 
In troopeSjGrying, God faue the good Duke Humfrey, 
Honouring him as if he were their King ? 

Gloller is no little man in England, 

And if he lift to ftirre commotions, 

Tis likely that the people will follow him. 

My Lord, if you imagine there is no fuch thing. 

Then let it paffe,and call’t a Womans feare. 

My Lord of Suffolke, Buckingham, and Yorke, 

Difproue my allegations if you can. 

And by your fpeeches, if you can reproue me, 

I will fubferibeand fay, I wrong’d the Duke. 

Suf. Well hathyourGraceforeleeneintothatDukc, 

And if I had beene licenc’d firft to fpeake, 

I thinke I fliould haue told your Graces tale. 

Smooth runnes the brooke, whereas the ftreamc is deepefl. 



Yorke and LaneaHer . 

No, no, my Soueraigne, Glofter is a man 
Vnfoundcd yet, and full of deepe deceite. 

Enter the Duke of Somerfet. 

King. Welcome Lord Somerfet, what newes fronrfrance ? 

Somer. Cold newes my Lord, and this it i*. 

That all your holds and Townes within thofc Territories 
Is ouercome my Lord; all is loft. 

King. Cold newes indeede Lord Somerfet, 
butGods will bee done. 

Yorke. Cold newes for me, for I had hope of France, 

Euen as I haue of fertile England. 

Enter Duke Hu rnfrej. 

Hum. Pardon my Liege, that I haue ftaide fo long. 

Suf. Nay Glofter know, that thou art come too foonc, 
Vnleffethou proue more loyall then thou art. 

We do arreft thee on high T reafon hecre.. 

Hum ♦ Why Suffolkes Duke thou fhalt not fee me Mufti, 

Nor change my countenance for thine arreft 
Whereof I am guilty, who arc my accufers ? 

Torke.Tts thoght my lord your grace took bribes from Frace, 
And ftoptthc foldicrs of their pay. 

Through which his Maiefty hath loft all France. 

Hum . Is it but thought fo? And who are they that thinke fo ? 
So God me helpe, as I haue watcht the night, 

Euer intending good for England Hill,. 

Thatpeny that euer I tooke from France, 

Be brought againll me at the iudgement day. 

I neucr rob’d the foldiers of their pay. 

Many a pound of mine owne proper coft 
Haue 1 fent ouer for the foldiers wants, 

Becaufe I would not racke the needle Commons, 

Car. In your Proteflorfhip you did.deuife 
Strange torments for offenders,by which m canes 
England hath beene d efam’d by ty rannie. 

Hum. Why tis well knowne,that whiift I was Ptotc&ot 
Pitty was alt the fault that was in me.- 
A murtherer or foul e felonious Theefe, v 

Tka* 
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That robs and murders filiypaffcngers, 

I torturd aboue the rate of common law# 

Stiff. Tu(h my Lord,thcfc be things of no account. 
But greater matters are laid vnto your charge, 

I do arreft thee on high treafon heerc. 

And commit thee to my good Lord Cardinall, 

Vntill fuch time as thou canft cleare thy felfe# 

King .Good vnckic obey to his arreft, 

I haueno doubt but thou (halt cleare thy felfe. 

My confcience tels me thou art innocent. 

Hum. Ah gracious Henry, thefe dayes are dangerous 
And would my death might end thefe miferics. 

And ftay their moodes for good King Henries fake. 
But I am made the Prologue to their play. 

And thoufands more muft follow after me. 

That dreads not yet their Hues deftru&ion. 

Suffolkes hateful! tongue blabs his hearts malice, 
Bewfords fiery eyes fhewes his eniiidus minde, 
Buckinghams proud lookes bewraies his cruel thoghts. 
And dogged Yorke that leuels at the Moone, 

Whofe ouerweening armc I haue held backe. 

All you haue ioyn’d tobetray me thus : 

And you my gracious Lady and foueraigne Miftreffe, 
Caufleflc haue laid complaints vpon my head, 

] fiat 11 not want falfe witneffes enough, 

That fo amongft you, you may haue my life. 
TheProuerbe no doubt will be perform’d, 

A ftaffe is quickly found to beate a dog. 

Suff. Doth he not twit our foueraigne Lady here. 

As ifthatfhc with ignominious wrong. 

Had fuborn’d or hired iome to fweare againft his life, 
Qa. But I can giue the lofer leaueto fpeake, 
Hum.Yzx truer fpokc then meant, I lofeindc 
Befhrew the -winners 'Hearts,they play me failc. 

5«c^Hcei'e wreft the fence, and kcepc vs here al day 
My Lord of Wincheftcr.fee him fent away, 

CstrS/V ho’s within there i Take in Duke Flumfrey, 









And 



Yorke and L&ncafter, 

And fee him garded fure within my houfe# 

Hiw»,Oh,thus King Henry cafts away his crouch. 
Before his legs can beare his body vp. 

And puts his watchfoll (hepheard from his fide, 

Whilft wolues ftand fnarring who (hall bite him firft, 
Farwell my foueraigne,long maift thou enioy 
Thy fathers happy aaies,free from annoy. 

Exit Humfrey with the Cardinals men, 
KingMy Lords, what to your wifdoms th al feem beft 
Do and vndo as if our felfe were heere. 

J2«.What,wil your highnefle leaue the Parlament 2 
King.l MargaretfMy heart is kild with griefe, 
Wheere I may fit and figh inendleffe n.one. 

For who’s a T raitor,Glofter he is none. 

Sxtt Ktng, Salts bury and IParwicke. 

:£J*.Then fit wcdowtie againemy Lord Cardinally 
Snffoike, Buckingham Yorke and Somerfet, 

Let vs conl'ult of proud Duke Humfria fall. 

In mine opinion it were good he dide. 

For fafety of our King and Common-wealth. 

Suf . And fo thinke I Madam, for as you know. 

If our King Henry had fhooke hands with death, 

Duke Humfrey then would looke to be our King: 

And it may be by pollicie he workes. 

To bring to paffe the thing which now wc doubt. 

The Foxc barkes not when he would fteale the Lamb, 
But ifwe take him ere he do the deed. 

We fhould not queftion if that he fhould liue. 

7>%,No,let him die.in that he is a Fox, 

Leaft chat in liuing he offend vs more. 

Gw.Then let him die before the Commons know. 

For feare that they do rife in armc* for him. 

To^e.Thcn do it fodainly my Lords. 

Suff. Let that be my Lord Cardinals charge Sc mine. 
Car. Agreed,for hee’s already kept within my houlc. 
Enter a iMeffenger. 

How now firrha, what newes ? 

E 
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( jg£g0S*.Madaaie J l bring you newcs from Ireland, 

The wilde Onclc my Lords, is vp in armes, 

With troupes of Irifh Kernes, that vncontroldc 
Doth plant themfelucs within the Englifh pale. 

And burnes and fpoiles the Country as they go. 

0 ) t{ ' What redrefi’e fhall we hauc for rhis,My Loras ? 

Twere good that my Lord of Somerset ,, 

That fortunate Champion were lent oucr. 

To keepe in awe the ftubborne Irifhmen, 

He did fo much good when he was in France. 

Sower. Had Yorke bene there with all his farre fetchs 
Pollicies.he might haue loft as much as 1. 

rorke. I,for Yorks Wbuld haue loft his life, before 

That France fhould haue feuolted from Englands rule. 

Sower. I fo thou mightft,and yet haue gouern’d worfcthenl. 
rcr/^.What,worfe then naught? then a fhame take alb 
Sow#r.Shame on thy felfe.that wifheth fliame, 
2#e«j»Somerfet forbcare,good Yorkc be patient, 

And do thou take in hand to croffe the feas. 

With troopes of armed men, to quell the pride 
Of thofe ambitious Irifh that rcbcll. 

Zsrfce.Well Madamc/ith your Grace is fo content. 

Let me haue fome bandes of chofen foldiers. 

And Yorke fhall trie his fortunes ’gainft thofe Kernes. 

gueen.YoxVc thou fhalt.My Lord of Buckingham, 

Let iTbe it your charge to mufter vp fuch foldiers 
As fhall fuffice him in thefe needfull warres, 
fiac^Madame I will,and leuie fuch a band 
As foone (hall ouercome thofe Irifh Rebels. 

But Yorke, where fhall thofe Soldiors flay for thee ? 

Yorke. At Briftow,rie expe& them ten daies hence. 

Buck Then thither fhall they come, and fo farwelh 

Exit Buck, 

Yorke. Adieu my Lord of Buckingham. 
^»ff«.Suffolke,remembcr what you haue to do. 

Andyou LordCardinall,concerningDnke Harrfrey* 

T\we good that you did fee to it in time, ^ 



Yorke and Lane after . 

Come let vs go,that it may be perform'd. 

Exit omnes /Jkfanet Yorke . 

York f. Now Yorke bechinkc thy felfe,and rouze thee vp, 
Take time whilft it is offered chee fofaire, 

Leaft when thou wouldft,thou canft it not attaine, 

T’was men I lackt,and now they giue them me, 

And now whilft I am bufie in Ireland, 

I haue feduc’d a head-ftrong Kentifhman, 

John Cade of j4fbford, 

Vnder the title of Iohtt Mortimer, 

(For he is like him cuery kinde of way) 

To raife commotion, and by that meanes 
I fhall pcrcciue how the common people 
Do affetft the claime and houfe of Yorke, 

Then if he hauc fucceflc in his affaires, 

Fr om Ireland then comes Yorke againe. 

To reape the harueft whichthat coyftrill fowed. 

Now it he fhould be taken and condemn'd, 

Hee I nere confelfe that J did fet him on. 

And therefore ere I go ile fend him word. 

To put inpra&ifeandto gather head. 

That fo foone as I am gone he fpray begin 
To rife in armes with troopes of country fwaines, 

To hclpe him to performe this’ enterprise. 

And then Duke Humfrey , he well made away, 

None then can ftop the light to Englands Growne, 

But Yorke can tame, and headlong pull them downe. 

Exit Yorke. 

t • to •• ••') J 

Then the Curt nines being dr atone, Duke Humfrey is difeouered in his 
bed, and two men lying on his href, and fmothertng him in hisfred. 
uind then enter the Duke of Suffolketo them. 

Suff . How now firs, what kaueyou difpatcht him ? 

One I my Lord,hec’s dead I warrant you. 

S«Jf.Thcn fee the doatiies laid fmoothe about him ftill. 

That when the King comcs.he may perceiue 
No other,but that he dide of hbpwne accord. 

E a a.All 
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», All things is handfome now my Lord. 

Sttf. Then draw the Curtaines againe and get you gon. 

And you (hall hauc your firme reward anon. 

Snter the Kino and Queene . the Duke of Buckingham, and the Duke 

ofSomerfet .and the Cardinal. 

Kino. My Lord of Suffolke go call our Vnkle Glofter, 

Tell hhn this day we will that he do cleere himfelfc. 

Suffolke. I will my Lord. Exit Suffolke, 

K.h tid good my Lords proceed no further gainft our vncklt, 

Then by iuft proofe you can affirme : 

For as the fucking childe or harmleffe Lambe, 

So is he innocent of tteafon to our State. 

Enter Suffolke. 

How now Suffolke, where’s our V nckle i 

Sttf. Dead in his bed, my Lord ofGlofters dead. 

The King fals in a found. 



King. What doth my I.< 

Came he euen now tofing a Rauens note. 

And thinkes he that the cherping of a Wren, 

By crying comfort through a hollow voyce. 

Can fatisfie my greefes, or cafe my heart t 
Thou balefull meflenger out of my fight. 

For euen in thine cye-bals murther fits : 

Yet do not goe. Come Bafiliske 

W 6 M^^Sc l0 m °y S,d ofSuffolkc t hu S> 
As ifthat he had caufd Duke Humfnes death ? 

The Duke and I too you know were enemies. 

And y’had beft fay that I did murther him. 

Kino.tsh woe is me for wretched Glofters death. 
Qtt. Be woe for me more wretch cd then he was: 
What doft thou turne away and hide thy face? 

1 am noloathfome Leaper,looke on me. 

Was I for thisnigh wxackt vpon the lea,. 



And 






Ana tnnee uy auKwara winds dnuen back fro E 
What might it bode, but that well foretelling 
Winds faid, Seeke not a fcorpions neft. & 

Enter the Earles of lTamicke& Salisbury. 

War. My Lord, Fhe Commons like an hungry hiue ofBees 
Run vp and downe.caring not whom they fting * 

For good Duke Humfries death, whom they report 
To be murthered by Suffolke and the Cardinall heerc. 

King. That heis dead good Warwickc,is too true. 

But how he dyed God knowes,not Henry. 

r his P riu y cl L ia ™ ber my Lord, and view the body. 

Good father ftay you with the rude multitude, till I returne. 7 
Sahsb. I will fonne. - . c,, 

Warmckc draw: the Curtaines , and fhwes Duke Hum- ^ 

, ... , freymhubed. 

Kin^ A h Vnkfe Glofter,heaucn receiue thy foule 
Farewell poore Henries ioy now thou art gone * 

war. Now by his foule that tooke our %c ‘vpon him 
To free vs from his Fathers dreadful! curfe, ^ * 

l am refolud that violent hands were laide 
Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke. 

dreadful! oath fworne with a folemne tongue 

8 r ? L ° rd thefe words ? g> 

JfTf e Ifcene a timely parted GhofL 
Of afhy femblance, pale andbloodlefle- 
But loe the blood is fctled in his face. 

More better coloured then when he liu’d. 

His well proportion’d beard made rough and fterne, 
is fingers Ipred abroad as one that graiptfor life 
Yet was by ftrength furprifd, the leaft o/thefe are probable 
Itcannotchoofebuthewas murthered. P ' lc> 

*£whlr a “' y l proofs .hrarttfe ? 

o Wfoo fees a heyfet dead and blcedingfrefl*. 
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And fees hard by a butcher with an Axe, 

But will fufpeettwashe that madethe flaughcer ? 

Who finds the Partridge in the puttockes neft. 

But will imagine how the bird Game there. 

Although the Kyte fore with vnbloody beaked 
Euen fo fufpitious is this T ragedy. 

j9«.Arc you the Kytc Bedford, where’s his talents ? 

Is Suffolk? the butcher, where's his knife ? 

Suffolk?. I wear no knife to flaughcer fleeping men, 

Yet here’s a vengcfull fword rotted with eafe, 

That fhall be lcotired in his rancorous heart, 

That (landers me with murthers Crinifon badge, i 
Say if thou dare, proud Lord of Warwickfhirc, 

That I amguilty in Duk cHumfries death. 

Exit Cardinal 

War . What dares not U^armckef? hUe Suffolk? dare him? 

Ot ^ He dares not ! c»lnlg his contumelious fpirit. 

Nor cea/cto be an alrb^afit 1 controller, 

Though Suffolk? dare liuii twenty hundred times. 

War. Madam be ftill, with rcuerence may 1 fay it^ 

That euery word you fpeake in his defence. 

Is flanderto your royall Maiefly. 

Suf. Blunt witted Lord, i gobble in thy words. 

If euer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much. 

Thy mother tooke vnto her blameful! bed. 

Some tterne vntutor’d Churle, and Noble ftocke 
Was graft with Crab- tree flip.whofe fruite thou art. 

And neuer of the Neuels noble race. 

War. B ut that the guilt of murther bucklers thee. 



Make thee craue pardon for thy pafled fpeech. 
And fay it was thy mother that thou meantft : 
That thou thy felfe was borne in baftardy. 
And after all tbU f^arefuU homage done. 



And I fhould rbb the deathfrn.an ot his tee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten rhoufand tharaes j 
And that ttfy-foueraignes prefence makes mee mute^ . 
I would falfe muvtherous coward on thy knees, 
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°f Tor ke and. Lane after, 
Giuethee thy hire and fend thee downetoheli 

Pernuious blood-fucker of fleeping men ' 

War* A wav euen now /if I itrlll J. ■ I . 1 



If fro 
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r wuuarego with mee. 

War. Away euen now, or I wi jf drag t hec hence • 

+W'a.rwicke puls him out. 

•tstgssz^- --ssnap* 

J hC traiter ° u US ^*”*4 with the mca of Berry 
Set all vpon me nnghtie Soueraigne. ^ 

°f Balls bur ie. 

Or baniflied faire Englands Territories, 

That they will errp,from your highnelfeperfon • 

They fay by him the good Duke* Huajfrey dyed 
They fay by him they feare the mine «f r 2, 7, 

W»u!d farffiS Hi “SS 

f 

But all the honour Salsboryhlth got, ? 

Tt-c 

% felfe had done it T Wf by . the,r " 1 P nes > 

JfSuffolke be found'Jbr»5he e hCCre I , fWear ^ ' ■ 

1 bm ** t- ® 
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Qtt , Oh £/«wy,rcuerfe : the doome of gctuk Suffolkcs baniflU 

Vngentle- Queene to call him gentle Suffolk;, 

Speake not for him, for m England he (hall net reft. 

If 1 fay ,1 may relent, but if I fweare.it is irreuocable. 

Come good Warwick; ,and go thou in with me. 

For 1 haue great matters to impart to thee. 

Exit King audWarwicke, Manet fffu.and Suffolk* o 

Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 
There s two of you, the diuell make the third* 

Fie womanifti man,canft thou not curfe thy enemies ? 

A plague vpon them, wherefore mould Icunc them* 

Could curfe* kill as do the Mandrakes grones, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate, 

As leane fac’d enuy in her loathfome caue. 

My tongue (hould flumblt in mine earned: words. 

Mine eyes (hould fparkle like the beaten flint. 

My haire be fixt on end, as one diflraught. 

And euery ioynt (hould feemc to curie and ban. 

And now me-thinkes my burthened heart would breakc. 
Should I not curfe them.Poifon be their drink e. 

Gall worfe then galljthe daintieft thing they tafte. 

Their fweeteft (hade a groue of Cyprefle trees. 

Their fofteft touch as fmart as lyzards flings. 

Their muficke frightfull.like the ferpentshifle. 

And boding fcritch owles make the confortlull. 

All the foule terrors in darke feated hell. e 

<2«.Enough fweetc Suffolk* .thou torments thy felte. 
Suff. You bad me ban, and will you bid me ceafe r 
Mow by this ground that I am banifht from. 

Well could I curfe away a winters night. 

And (landing naked on aMountaine top. 

Where by ting cold would ncucr let grade grow* 

And thinkc it but a minute (pent in fport. 




Tor ke and Lancaster. 

Queene No more.Sweete Suffolk ? hie thee hence to trance , 
Or Hue where thou wilt within this worlds globe. 

He haue an Irifh that (halt finde thee out. 

And long thou (bait not (lay, but ile haue thee repeald. 

Or venter to be banifiied my felfe. 

Oh let this ki(Te be printed in thy hand, 

That when thou feed it,thou maid thinke on me. 

Away 1 fay, that I may feele my griefe. 

For it is nothing whilfl thou (landed heere. 

Suffolk ! . Thus is poore Suffolk; ten times baniflied. 

Once by the King ,but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter Vawfe. 

QueentMovi now, whither goes Vawfe fo fad ? 

Vawfe. To fignifie vnto his Maiefly, 

That Cardinall Bewford is at point of death. 

Sometimes he raues and cries as he were mad. 

Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Humfrtet Ghofl, 

And whifpers to his Pillow as to him, 

And fometimes he cals to fpeake vnto the King, 

And I am going to certifie vnto hi s Grace, 

That euen now hecald aloud for him. 

Queene. Go then good Vawfe and certifie the King. 

Exit Vawfe. 

Oh what is worldly pompe,all men mud die. 

And woe am I for Bewfords heauy end. 

But why mourne I for him, whilfl thou art heere ? 

Sweetc Suffolk e hie thee hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou fure mud die. 

Suff, had if I go I cannot liuc : but heere to die, 

VVhat were it elfe,but like a pleafant dumber in thy lap ? 
Heere could I breathe my foule into the ayre, 
as milde and gentle as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug betweenehis lips, 

VVhere from my fight I (hould be raging madde, 
and call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 

Or with thy lips to flop my dying foule. 

That I might breathe it fohuo thy body, 
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And then it liu’d in fweete Elyziam, 

By thee to die, were but to dye in ieaft. 

From thee to dye,were,torment more then death, 

Oh,let me flay .befall what may befall. 

Queene . Oh mightft thou flay with fafety of thy life, 

Then fhouldft thou flay, but heauens deny it, 

And therefore gOjbut hope ere long to be repeald, 

SujfA goe. 

Queens, And take my heart with thee. 

Shekjffeth him. 

Snjf. A iewell loekt into the wofulft caske. 

That euer yet containd a thing of worth, 

Thus like a fplitted Barke,fo funder we. 

This way fall I to death. Exit Suffolke. 

Queene . This way for me. Exit Queene. 

Enter King and Salisbury, and then the Curtaiues be drawne , and the 
(fardtnall is difeoueredtn his bed , rauing an d flaring as if he were 

mad. 

Car. Oh death, if thou wilt let me liue but one whole yeare, 
I’le giue thee as much gold as will purchafe fuch another Ifland. 

King.O\\fiee my Lord of Salisbury how he is troubled. 

Lord Cardinall.remember Chrift mud faue thy foule. 

Car. Why died he not in his bed ? 

What would youhaue me to do then ? 

Can I make men liue whether they will or no ? 

Sirra,go fetch me the poylon which the Pothicary fent me. 
Oh, fee where Duke Hum fries ghoft doth (land, • 

A»d ftarcs me in the face.Looke,looke,coame downc his haire, 
So now hee’s goncagaine : Oh,oh,oh. 

&i/.Seehow the pangs ofdcath doth gripe his heart. 

King. Lord Cardinally thou died: alfured of heauenly bliffe. 
Hold vp thy hand and make fome figne to vs. Car. dies, 

Oh fee he dyes,and. makes no figneat all. 

Oh God forgiue his foule. 

Sal. So bad an end didneuer none behold, 

But as his death, fo was his life in all. 



Yorkeand Lancatter. 

X/Vg.Forbeare to judge, good Saisbury forbearc. 

For God will iudge vs all. 

Go take him hence,and fee his funerals perform’d. 

Exit omnes. 



Alarmes within, and the Chambers bee difebarged, like at it were a 
fight at fea. And then enter the (fiaptaine of the /hip, and the Wa- 
fer, and the Mafiers mate, and the Duki of Suffolke difguifed,ani 
others with\him,& Water whickmore . 



£?/>.Bring forward thefe prifoners that fcorn’d to yecld, 
Vnlade their goods with fpeed,and fincke their fhip. 

Here Matter, this prifoner I giue to you. 

This othcr,the Matters mate (hall haue. 

And Skater whickmore thou (bait haue this man. 

And let them pay their ranfome ere they paffe. 

Suffolke. ITater] Htfiarteth, 

Water. How now,what doft feare me i 
Thou ("halt haue better caufe anon. 

Sujf. Itis thy name affrights me.not thy felfe. 

I do remember well,a cunning wizzard told me. 

That by Water I fhould dye : 

Yet let not that make thee bloody minded. 

Thy name being rightly founded, 

Is Gualter, not Walter. 

Walter.Guahct or Water,aTs one to me, 
lam the man mutt bring thee 

Sujf A am a Gentleman, lookc oh my Ring, 

Ranfome me at what thou wilt.it (hall be paid. 

Walter. I loft mine eye in boording of the fhip. 

And therefore ere 1 Merchant-like fell blood for gold. 

Then caft me headlong downc into the fea. 
t.Prifon.But what (hall ourranfomes be i 
7tlai.A hundred pounds a peece eyther pay that or dye. 
t.frifon. Then faue our liues,it fhall bepaidc. 

Water. Come firra thy life fhall be the raniome I wil haue. 
Sujf. Stay villaine,thy prifoner is a Prince, 

Fa ' The 




The e mention of the two fmoiu Houfes t 
The Duke of Suffolke,Wi///4w de la Pole. 

(fop . The Duke of Suffolkc folded vp in rags. 

Sujf.l fir, but thefe rags are no part of the Duke, 
lone fometime went difguifde,and why not I ? 

Cap. I, but lone was ncuer Oaine as thou fhaltbe. 
$«)if.BafeI ady groome,King Henr es blood. 

The honourable blood of Lancafter, 

Cannot be fbed by fuch a lowly fwaine, 

I am fent ambaflador for the Qucene to France, 

I charge thee waflfe me crofTc the channell fafe. 

Cap . lie waffc thee to thy death, go Water take him hence. 
And on our long boates fide,chop off his head- 
Suff. Thou dar’ft not for thine owttc. 
fap. Yes Pole. 

Suffolk^. Pole. 

Cap. I Vole, puddle, kennel!, finke and durt. 

He flop that yawning-mouth of thine, 

Thofe lips of thine that fo oft hauekift the 
Queene,fhall fweepe the ground,and thou that 
Smild’ft at good Duke Hum foes death, 

Shalt liue no longerto infe£t the earth. 

Sujfolke.This villaine being but Captaineof a Finnis 
Threatens more plagues then mighty Abradas, 

The great Macedonian Pyrate, 

Thy words addes fury and not remorfe in me. 






Cap. 1 but mj 
Suffol^e Mali not thou \ 



fury foone. 

j, , - WF I at my Trencher, 

When we haue feafted witn Queenc Margaret ? 

Haft not thou kift thy hand,and held my llirrop i 
and bare-head plodded by my footclooth Mule, 
and thought thee happy when I forilde on thee i 
This hand hath writ in thy defence. 

Then (ball I charmethee,hold thy lauifh tongue. 

Cap. Away with him IP'ater, I fay,and off with his head, 
i .Prifpn . Good my I:ord,entrcatehitn mildly for your life. 

Sttff. Firft let this neckc ftoupe to the axes edge. 

Before this knee do bow to any. 



5aue 



ear. 




in nj ■ uurrii 

Torke end Lancafter , 

Saueto the God ofheauen,and to my King •’ 

Suffolkes imperiall tongue cannot plead 
To fuch a Iadie groome. 

Water. Come, come, why do we let him fpeake ? 

I long to haue his head for ranfome of mine eye*. 

Sttff. A Swordar and Bandet.to flatte 
Murthered fweete Tully. 

Brutus baftard hand ftabd luliusCarfar, 

And Suffolke dyes by Pirates on the Teas. 

Exit Suffolke and Water . 

Cap. Off with his head, and fend it to the Queene, 

And ranfomlefiethisprifoner ftiall go free. 

To fee it fafe dcliucred vntd her. 

Come lets go. Exit omnes . 

Enter two of the Rebels with long ftaues. 

George. Come away Nicke, and put a long ftaffe in thy pike, & 
prouide thy felfe, for I. can tell thee, they haue bene vp ; thi$ two 
dayes. 

Nicke. Then they had more neede to go to bed now. 

But firra George, what’s the matter > 

George, Why firra, IackCade the Dier ofAfhford hcere, , 
Hcmeanes to turne this land, -and fet a new nap on’t. 

Nicke. I marry he had need fo, for tis growne thred-barej 
T'.vasncwr merry world with vs, fince thefe Gentlemen came 
V P- 

George. I warrant the? thou fhalt neuer fee a Lord wearca lea- 
ther apron now a-daies. 

Nickp&ut firra, wtfd comes elfc beficfcTscke Cade ?. 

George W by there’s Dicke the butcher, and Robin the Sadler, 
and Will that came a wooingto our Nan laft Sunday,and Harry 
and Tom, and Gregory that fhould haue your Parnill,& a great 
fort moreis come from Rochefter, and from Maid ftone & Can- 
terbury,and all the townes hereabouts,and we mud be al Lords 
or Squires,affoone as Iacke Cade is King, 

Hark-e,harke,I heare theDrum, they be comming. 

Enter Iacke Cade-, Dicke Butcher, Robin, Will, T om, 

Banyan dike reft with long flatter. 

¥% Cade, . 






The contention of tie two famous Houfes t 

fade, Proclaime filence. 

All. Silence. 

Cade. I Iohn Cade, fo named for my valiancy, 

Dicks. Or rather for Healing of a cade of fpratj. 

Cade. My father* was a Mortimer. 

Dicke . He was an honefi man,and a good bricke-layer. 

Cade. My mother came of the Lacies. 

Niche. She was a Pcdlcrs daughter indeed, & fold many laces, 
Robin. And now being not able to occupy her furr’dpacke, 
She wafhech btickes vp and downe the countrey. 
fade. Therefore I am honourably borne. 

Harry. I the field is honourable, for hee was borne vnder a 
hedge, becaufe his father had no other tioufe but the cage. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 

George. That’s true, 1 know he can endure any thing. 

For I haue feeneTiim whipt two market dayes togither. 

Crfdr. hfearc neither fword nor fire. 

Will. He ncede not feare the fword, for his coatc is of proofe, 
Dicke . But methinkes he flaould feare the fire, being fo often 
burnt in the handjfor Healing of fheepe. 

Cade. Therefore be braue,for your Captain is braue,& vowes 
reformation : you 'fhall haue feuen halfepeny loauesfora penny, 
and the three hoopt pot fhall haue ten hoopcs, and it fhalbefel-- 
lony to drinke fmall beere, if I be King, as King I will be. 

All. God fane your Maiefly. 

Cade. I thanke you good people, you fhall all cate and drinke 
of my fcore, and go all in my liuery 5 and wee’ll haue no writing 
but the fcore and the Tally ,and there fhall be no lawes but fuch 
as come from my mouth. 

Dicke. Wee fhall haue forelawes then, for he was thrufl into 
the mouth the other day. 

Geo. I and Hinking law too, for his breath flinkesfo, that one 
cannot abide it. 

Enter Will with the Clarks ofChattam. 

Will. Oh Caotaine,a prize. 

Who's ihzt Will ? . 

Will. The Clarke of Chattam,he can write andreadc and caft 

account, 
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account, I tooke him fetting of boyes copies, andhe has a book 
in his pocket with red letters. 

Cade . Zounds lie’s a Coniurer, bring him hither.. 

Now fir, what’s your name ? 

Clarke. Emanucll fir.and it fhall pleafe ye. 

Dicks. It will go hard with you I tell ye, 

For they vfe to write that ore the top of Letters* 

Cade. What do ye vfe to writ? your name ? Or do you as anci- 
ent forefathers haue done, vfe the fcore and the Tally t 

Clarke. Nay truly fir, I praife G od I haue bene fo wel broght 
vp, that I can write mine owne name. 

Cade . Oh he has confeH, go hang him with his pen and inke- 
horne about his necke; Exit one with the Clarke ♦ 

Enter Tom . 

Tom. Captaine, Newes,newcs,fir Humjrey Stafford and his 
brother are coming with the Kings power,& mean to kil vs all. 
Cade. Let them come, he’s but a Knight is he ? 

Tom. No, no, he’s but a Knight. 

Cade. Why then to equall him, lie make my felfe Knight. 
Kneele downe Iohn Mortemer, 

Rife vp fir Iohn Morcemer. 

Is there any more of them that be Knights ? 

Tow. I his brother. 

fade. Then knccle downe Dicke Butcher. 

He knights him. 

Rife vp fir Dicke Butcher. Now foun d vp the drum, 

of 

Enter Sir Httmfrey Stafford and his Brother i with 
Drum and Soldiers. 

Cade. As forthefefilken coated flaues, Ipaffe not a pin, 

Tis toyou goodpeople thatl fpeake. 

Staf, Why Country-men,what meane you thus in troopcs, 
Tofollow this rebellious Traitor Cade? ' 

Why his Father was a brick-layer^ 

Cade. Well, and Adam was a Gardiner, what then ? 

“ut I come of the Mortemcrs. 

Staf, I,tht.QukeofY orke hath taughtyotnhat. 

Cade 
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Cade. The Dyke of Y orke, uay I learnt it my felfe. 

For looke you, Roger Mortimer the Earle of Manch, 

Married the Duke of Clarence daughter. 

Staf. Well, that’s true : But what then i 

Cade. And by her he had two children at a birth. 

Staf. That’s falfe. 

Code. I, but I fay tis true. 

All. Why then tis true. . , 

Code. And one of them was ftolnc away by a begger-woman 
And that was my father, and I am his fonne. 

Deny it and you can. 

Nicke. Nay looke you, I know was true j 
For his father built a chimney in my fathers houl’e. 

And the brickes are aliue at this day to teftifye it. 

Cade. But doeft thou heare Stafford, tell the King, that for his 
fathers fake, in vvhofe time boyes playde at fpan-counter with 
French Crownes, I am content that he fliall be Ki n g long as 
he li ues : marry alwaies prouided,Ile be Prote&or ouer him, 

Staf. O monftrous fimplicity. 

Cade. And tell him, wee’ll haue the Lord Sayet head, and the 
Duke ofSomcrfcts, for deliuering vp the Dukedomes of Anioj 
and Moyne , and felling the Townes in France: by which means 
England hath bene maim’d euer fince,and gone as it were with a 
crutch, but that my puiflance held it vp. And befidcs, they can 
fpeake French, and therefore they are Traitors. 

Staf. As how I prethee ? 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they not? 
And then can he that fpeakes with the tongue of an enemy be a 
good fubieft ? Anfwere me to that. 

Staf. Well firra, wilt thou yeeld thy felfe vnto the Kings met* 
cy,and he wil pardon thee and thefe, their outrages and rebelli- 
ous deeds ? 

Cade. Nay, bid the King come to me and he will* and then lie 

E ardon him, or othcrwaics ilehauehis Crownc tell him* u 

c long. , • ;; - a 

Staf. Go Herald, proclaimc in all the Kings Townes, 

That thofc that will forfake the RcbellCadei V- 

Shall 




T orke and Lancafler. 

banc fr " p’"* 0 " frora his “Wwtt 

Cade. Come firs,S.George for vs and Kent. Exit omnes. 

Alar met to the battell, where fir Eumfrey Stafford and his brother 
are both fame., Then enters lacke Cade 
againe, and the refi. 

Cade. Sir Dicke Butcher, thou haft .fought to day moft vali- 
antly, and knockt them down as if thou hadft bin in thy flaugh- 
ter-houfe,andthusI will reward thee : The Lent fliall bee as 
long agaiticas it was, and thou (halthaue licenfe tokilforfour- 
fco°e and one a wceke.Drum fttike vf , »for now weel march to 
London, and tomorrow I mean to fit in the Kings feat at Weft- 
minfter. Exit omnes 

Enter the King reading of a Letter, and the Queene with the . 

Dukf ofSttffolkes head, and the Lord Saji 
with others. 

King. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is (laine, 

And the Rebels march amaine to London. 

Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me. 

He come and parley with their Generali. 

Yet ftay,Ilereade the Letter once againe; , 

Lord Say, lacke Cade hath folemnly vow’d to haue thy head. 

Say. I, but I hope your highneffe {hall haue His. 

King. How now Madam, ftill lamenting a^d mourning for 
Suffolkes death ? I feare my Loue if I had bin dead,thou woldft 
not haue mourn’d fo much for me. t 

Qu. No my louc,I fhould not mourne, but dye for thee. 

Enter a Meffenger . 

Mef. Oh flye my Lord, the Rebels are entred Southwarke, 

And haue almoft wonne the Bridge, 

Calling your Grace an vfurper : 

And that monftrous Rcbell Cade, hath fworne 
T o crowne himfelfe King in Weftminfter, 

Therefore flye my Lord,and pofttoKillingworth. 



Kmg. Go bid Buckingham and Clifford, gather 
An atmy vp, and meete with the Rebels.. 
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Come Madame, let vs hafte to Killingworth, * 

Come on Lord Say, go thou along with vs. 

For feare the Rebell Cade do finde thee out. 

Say. My innocence my Lord fhall pleade for me. 

And therefore with your highnefie Ieaue,Ilc ftay behind. 

King. Euen as thou wilt my Lord Say .• 

Come Madam, let vs go.. 

Enter theJj/rdSkayles vpon the Tower 
walles walking. 

L.Skayles.Uo'N now, is Iacke Cade flaine ? 

1 .ffi f. No my Lord, n®r likely to be flaine. 

For they haue wonne the bridge. 

Killing. all thofe that withfland them. 

The Lord Mayor craueth aide ofyour honor from the Tower 
To defend the City froimhe Rebels. * 

Lord Ska.' Such aide as lean fpare, you lhall command 
But I am troubled heere with them my felfe. 

The Rebels haue attempted to win the Tower* 

But get you to Smithficld and gather head. 

And thither will I fend you Mathew Goffe: 

Fight for your King, your Countrey,and your liucs. 

And fo farewell,for I muft hence againe. 

Exitomm, 

enter lacks Cade , and the refi , and flrshes his /word vpon 

London ft one. 

Cade. Now is Mortemer Lord of this City, 

And now fitting vpon London ftone. We command. 

That the firft y care of our reigne. 

The pilling Cundit run nothing but red wine-. 

And no w henceforward, it lhall bee treafon 
For any that calles me any otherwife then 
Lord Mortemer,. 

Enter a fouldier. 

Sou /. Iacke Cade, Iacke Cade. 

Cade. Zounds. knocke him downe. Thepkjlhim 

Dicke. My.Lord, r 



Torke and Lane after. 

Ther’s an Army gathered together into Smithficld, 

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with them. 

But firft go on andfet London-bridgeafire, 

And if you can, burne downe the Tower too. 

Come let’s away. 

Alarmes , and then tJWathew Goffe is flaine, and all the refi 
with him. Then enter Iacke • Cade a- 
gaine and his company. 

Cade.S o firs, now go and pull downe the Sauoy, 

Others to the Innes of Court, downe with them all. 

Dick. I haue a fute vnto your Lordlhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordlhip Dicke, and thou lhalt haue it 
For that word. 

Dicke . That we may go burne all the Records, 

And that all writing may be put downe. 

And nothing vfed but the fcore and Tally. 

Cade. Dicke it lhall be fo, and henceforward all things fhall 
be in common. 

And in Cheapfide lhall mypalphrey go to graffc. 

Why ift not a miferable thing , that of the skin of an innocent 
Lambe parchment Ihould be made,& then with a little blotting 
ouer with inke,a man Ihould vndo himfelfe. 

Some faies tis the bees that fting, but I lay tis their waxe,for 
I am fure I neuer feal’d to any thing but once, and I was ncucr 
mine owne man fince. 

Nick. But when lhall we take vp thole commodities 
Which you told vs of. 

CadeMany he that will luftily Rand to it, fhall take vp thefc 
commodities following: Item,a gown, a kirtle, a petticoat,and 
a fmockc. Enter George, 

Lord, a prize, a prize,heres the Lord Say, 

Which fold the Townes in France. 

T ^; L Comc , hithcrthou Sa y> thou George, thouBuckrum • 
JLord, What anfwercanft thou make vntomymightineffc, for 

tlLnTf Vp re Townes in France to Mounfier bus mine cue, 
the Dolphin of France? 

And 




ISgE 
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And more then fo, thou haft moft traitoroufly ere&ed a Gram, 
mar fchoole, to infe& the youth of the Rcalme, and againft the 
Kings Crowne and dignity, thou haft built vp a paper Mill- nay 
it will bee faide to thy face, that thou keep’ft meninthyhoufe 
that daily reads of bookes with red letters, & talks ofa Nowne 
and a Verb^ and fuch abhominable words as no Chriftian eare 
is able to endure it. 

And befides all this, thou haft appointed certaine lluftices of 
the Peace, in euery (hire, to hang honeft men that fteal for their 
liuing, and becaufe they could not reade , thou haft hung them 
vp : onely for which caufe,they were moft worthy to liue. 
Thou rideft on a foot-cloth, doft thou not ? 

Say. Yes, what ofthat? 

Cade. Marry I fay, thou oughteftnot to let thy horfe wcarea 
cloake, when an honefter man then thy fclfe, goes in his hofe & 
doublet. 

Say. You men ofKent.i 

All. Kent, what of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing, but Hana. terra . 

Cade. Bonumterum , zounds what’s that ? 

Dicke. He fpeakes French. 

Will, No tis Dutch* 

Nicks. No tis Outalian, I know it well enough.) . , 

%.Kent (in the Commentaries Catfar wrote) 

Term’dit the ciuilft place of all this Land : 

Then Noble Country-men heare me but fpeake, 

1 fold not France, nor loft I Normandie. 

Cade. But wherefore doft thou fhake thy head fo ? 

Say. It is the palfie, and notfearc that makes me. 

Cads. Nay, thou noddft thy head at vs, as who wouldftfay, 
Thou wilt be euen with me if thou getft away : 

But ile make thee fure enough now I haue thee. 

Go take him to the ftandard in Cheape-fide,tand choppe ofthis 
head, and then goto Mile-end greeneto fir lames Cromer his 
Con in Law, and cut offhis head too, and bring thenuo me vp* 
pon tvvo poles prefently. Away with him, T 

Exit one or two with the lord Say, 
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There fhall not a Nobleman weare a head on his Ihoulders, 

But he fhall pay me tribute for it. 

Nor there (hall not a maide be married, but be fhall fee to mce 
for her. 

Mayden-head or elfe, Ile haue it my felfe : 

Marry I will that married men fhall hold of me in capite. 

And that their wiucs fhall be as free as heart can think, or toong 
can tell. 

Enter Robin. 

Rob . O Captaine, London-bridge is a fire. 

Cad. Runne to Billingfgate, and fetch Pitch and Flaxc, and 
quench it. 

Enter Dtche and a Sargeant. 

Sargeant . Iuftice, iuftice,I pray you fir, let me haue iuftice of 
this fellow hcere. 

Cade. Why what has he done ? 

Sarg. Alas fir he has rauifht my wife. 

Dick, Why my Lord he would haue refted me, 

And I went and entred my Action in his wiues paper houfe* 
Cade. Dicke follow thy fute in her common place. 
Yourhorfon villaine, you are a Sergeant, you ’f 
T ake any man by the throate for twelue pence t 
And reft a man when he is at dinner 
And haue him to prifon erethemeatebe out on’s mouth. 

Go Dicke take him hence, and cut out his tongue for cogging. 
Hough him for running, and to conclude, & 

Braue him with his ownemace. 

- , , , Exit with the Sareeant, 

Enter twomth the Lord Sayes headed (ir lames 
Cromers , vpon two poles # 

wr.Tg.SS ,1> ' m befo " and “ ' u "y 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham, and Lord Clifford , , the 
r ,.- .... ^ Earle of Cumberland. 

yuhS' y ountrey-mcn, and warlike friends of Kent, 

What meancs thefe mutinous rebellions, 

<That you4n«oopesdomuifter thus your felues, 
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Vndertheconduftofthis traitor Cade? ~ 

To rife againft your Soueraigne Lord and King 
Who mildly hathhis pardon fent to you, 5 ’ 

If you forfakethis monftrous Rebell heere ? 

If honor be the marke whereat you ayme. 

Then haft to France that our fore-fathers* won, 

And win againe that thing which now is loft, * 

And leaue to feekeyour Countries ouerthrow. 

411. A Cliftord,a Clifford. 

i- j nr>i L They for fake Cade 

Cade. W hy how now,wil you forfakeyour general. 
And ancient freedomc which you haue poflefl? 

To bend yourneckes vnder their feruilc yokes, 

Who if you ftir,will ftraight way hang you vp. 

Bth: follow me, and you (hall pull them downe. 

And make them yecld their liuines to your hands. 

411. A Cade, a Cade. 

They run to Cade againe. 

Off. • BraUe warlike friends, heare me but fpeake, 
Refufe not good whilft it is offered you e 
The King is merciful!, then yeclde to him. 

And I my felfc will go along with you 
To Winfore Caftle, whereas the King abides. 

And on mine honour you fhall haue no hurt. 

411. A Clifford, a Clifford, God faue the King. 
Cade. How like a feather is this rafcall company 
Blowne euery way ? 

But that they may fee there wants no valiancy in me. 
My ftaffe fhall make way through the midft of you. 
And fo a poxe take you all. 

He runt through them with his fiaffe, 
and then flies away. 

Tuc.Go lomeand make after him, and proclaime. 
That thofe that can bring the head of Cade, 

Shall haue a thoufand Crowncs for his labour. 

Come march away. Exit om. 







Lancafter, 

0 Henry i and the J%ueene } and Somerfit. 

Kmg. Lord Sommcrfet, what newes heare you ofthe Rebel] - 
Cade i 

Som . This roy gracious Lord, that the Lord Say is done 
death, and the City is almoft fackt. 

King.Go ds will be done,for as he hath decreed,fo muftit be; 
And be as he pleafe,to flop thepride of thofe rebellious men. 

fl)n. Had thenoble Duke of Suffolke bene aliue. 

The Rebell Cade had bene fuppreft ere this, 

And all thereft that do takepart with him. . 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham and Clifford , with the Re- 
bels, with halters about their neckes. 

Cliff. Long liueKing.Henry, Englandsliwfull King : 

Loe heere my Lord r tbefe Rebels arefubdude, 

And offer their Hues before your highneffe feete. 

King. But tell me Clifford, is fheir Captaine heere, 

Clif, . No my gracious Lord, he is fled away, but proclamati- 
ons are fent forth,that he that can but bring his head fhall haue 
a thoufand crownes. But may itpleafe your Maiefty to 
thefe their faults, that by thefe traitors means were 
K/'»£.Stand vp you Ample men, and giue God 
For you did tak e in hand you know not v 
And go in peace obedient to your King, 

And hue asfubic<5b, and you fhall not want, 

Whilfl Henry liues,and weares the Englifh’Crowne. 

411. God fauc the King,God faue the King. 

King. Come let vs haft to London now with Ipcede, 

That folemne proccffions may be fung. 

In laud and honor of the God of heauen. 

And triumphs oi this happy vi61one. Exit omms * ,■ 

Enter / acke fade at one doore.and at the other, CM, Alexander 
Eyden and his men , and l acke Cade lies down pic - 
tyg of hearbes and eating them. 

Eyden. Good Lord howpleafant is this country life, 
f his little land my fatherleft me heere. 

With my contented minde/erues, me as well,/ 

* ™ pleafures in the CouiTcaii yccld^ 
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Nor would I change this pJeaiurc for the Court J * 

Cade. Zounds, hcere’s the Lord of the foyle Stand villain 
thou wdt betray me to the King, and get a thoufand Cr * 
for my head : but ere thou goeft, ile make thee cate vr™ S"* 

Eftridge, and fwallow my (word like a great pin ^ ^ eaD 

C tde. Braue thee and beard thee too, by the beft blood of, he 
Ilealme. Looke on me well, I haue eate no meat this fiuc daies 
yet if do not eaue thee and thy flue men as dead as a dor! na f 
I pray God I may neuer eate grade more. 1 

E^«. Nay, it (hall neuer be faid whilft the world (lands, 
That Alexander Eyden an Efquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate with a famifht man. 

Looke on me, my limbes are equall vnto thine 
And euery way as bigge .• then hand to hand * 

Ile combat with thee. Sirra, fetch me weapons. 

And (land you all afide. * 

Cade. Now fword, ifthou doft not hew this burly-bon’d churl 
into chines of beefe, I would thou mightft fall into fomeSmiths 
hand, and be turn d to liobnailes. 

Eyden. Come on thy way. 

They fight ,and fade fals downe. 

Cade. Oh Vjllaine,thou haft flaine the flower ofKent for chi- 
ualiy, but it is iamine and not thee that has done it. For come 
ten thoufand diuels, and giue me but the ten meales that I wan- 
ted this hue dayes, and ile fight with you all. And fo a poxeroc 
thee, for Iacke Cade rnuft dye. He djeu 

Eyden. Iacke Cade: And was this that monftrous rebel which 
I haue flaine? 

Oh (word, ile honour thee for this, and in my chamber 
Shalt thou bang as a monument to after a<*e. 

For this great feruice thou haft done to meL l 
He drug him hence, and with my fword 
Cut off his head, and beare it to the King. 

£ntff 







Yorke and Lancatter. 

Enter the Duke of Yorke with Drum andSoldiourt, 

Yorke. In armes from Ireland comes Y orke amaine. 

Ring belles aloud.bonfires perfume the ayre. 

To entertainc faire Englands royall King. 

Ah SanBa Maicsta; who would not buy theedeare# 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham , 

But foft,who comes heere, Buckingham, whatnewes with him ? 
i?»r£.Yorke,ifthou meane well,I grectc thee fo. 

Yorke. Humphrey of Buckingham, welcome I fweare : 
What,comes thou in loue,or as a Mffenger ? 

Huckjl come as a Meflenger fro our dread Lord & foueraigne, 
HeHry .To know tbereafon of thefe armes in peace r 
Or that thou being a fubieeft as I am, 

Shouidft thus apptoch fo neare with colours fpread. 

Whereas the perfon of the King doth keepe ? 

Yorke. A fubieft as he is ! 

Oh how I hate thefe fpitefull abiedl tearmes. 

But Yorke dificmble, till thou meete thy fonnes. 

Who now in Armes expedt their fathers fight. 

And not farre hence I know they cannot be. 

HumfreyDukc of Buckingham, pardon me. 

That I anfwer’d not at firft,my minde was troubled, 

I came to remoue that monftrous rebell Cade, 

And heaue proud Somerfet from out the Court, 

That bafely yeeldcd vp the Townes in France. 

"Buck. Why that was preemption on thy behalfe. 

But if it be no otherwife then fo. 

The King doth pardon thee, and granft to thy requeft. 

And Somerfet is fent vnto the Tower. 

Torte. Vpon thine honour is it fo ? 

Buck- TorkSt he is vpon mine honour. 

Yorke. Then before thy face,l heere difmiffe my ttoopes. 

Sirs, meete me to morrow in Saint Georges fields. 

And there you (hall recciue your pay of me. 

Exit Soldiorte 

BuckjCome ?V^*,thou (halt go fpeake vnto theKing, 

But fee, his grace is comming to meete with vs. 

~ ' — i H . 
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Enter King Henry. 

King . How now Buckingham , is Torke friends with vs. 
That thus thou bringft him band in hand with thee i * 
Buck - He is my Lord, and hath difcharg’d his troopes 
Which came with him, but as your Grace did fay, 

To heaue the Duke of Somerfet from hence. 

And to fubdue the Rebels that were vp. 

ic/wg.Then welcome coufin Torke, g\ue me thy hand, 
And thankes for thy great feruice done to vs, 

Againft thofe traiterous Irilh that rcbeld. 

Enter (Jttafter Eyden with lackg Cades head. 

Eyden , Long liue King Henry in triumphant peace, 

Loe heere my Lord vpon my bended knees,. 

1 heere prefent the traiterous head of fide, 

That hand to hand in Angle fight I flue. 

King . Firft thanks to hcauen,and next to thee my friend* 
That haft fubdude that wicked traitor thus* 

Oh let me fee that head that in his life 
Did worke me and my land fuch cruel] fpight, 

A vifage fterne.cole blacke his curled lockes, 

Deepe trenched furrowes in his frowning brow, 

Prefageth warlike humors in his life. 

Heere take it hence,and thou for thy reward 
Shalt beimmediately created Knight. 

Kneele downe my friend, and tell me what’s thy name ?' 

Eyden. Alexander Eyden,if it pleafe your Grace, 

A poore Efquire of Kent., 

■KVtfj.Then rile vp Alexander Eyden, Knight, 

And for thy maintenance,! freely giue 
A thoufand markes ayeareto maintaine thee, 

Befide the firme reward that was proclaim’d. 

For thofe that could performethis worthy a<fte, 

And thou fhalt waite vpon the perfon ofthe King, 

Eyden. 1 humbly thanke your grace,and I no longer liue. 
Then I proue iuft and loyall to my King. 




Torke and Lane after. 

Enter the fQueene with the Duke of Somerfet. 

King . O Buckingham, fee where Somerfet comes, 

Bid him go hide himfelfc till Torke be gone. 

Queen . He fhall not hide himfelfe for feare of Torke , 

But beard and brauc him proudly to his face. 

Torke.Who’s that,proud Somerfet at liberty ? 

Bafe fearefull Henry that thus difhonor’ft me, 

By heauen,thou (halt not gouerne ouer me : 

I cannot brooke that T raitors prefence here. 

Nor will I fubie& be to fuch a King, 

That knowes not how to gouerne nor to rule, 

Refigne thy Crowne proud Lancafter to me. 

That chou vfurped haft fo long by force. 

For now is Torke refolu’d to claime his owne, 

And rife aloft into faire Englands Throne. 

Somer.Ptoud traitor,I areft thee on high treafon, 

Againft thy foueraigne Lord,yeeId thee falfe Torke, 

For heere I fweare thou fhalt vnto the Tower, 

For thefe proud words which thou haft giuen the King. 

King . 7 hou art dcceiu’d,my fonnes fhall be my baile. 

And fend thee there in defpight of him. 

Hoe.where are you boyes i 

Queene.Csll Clifford hither prefently. 

Enter the Duke of Torkgs fonnes, Edward the Earle of March, and 
crooke-hackg Richard at the one doore.with 7) rum and Soldiers: & 
at the other doore, enter Clifford and his finne, with Drumnse and 
Soldiours ,and Clifford kneeles to Henry. and Jpeakgs. 
fliff.Long liue my noble Lord,and foueraigne King. 

Torke. We thanke thee Clifford, 

N ay ,do not affright vs with thy lookes. 

If thou didft miftake,we pardon thee,kneele againe. 

f&/f'.Why,I did no way miftake.this is my King. 

What is he mad ?To bedlam with him. 

King. I,a bedlam franticke humor driucs him thus 
To lcui e armes againft his lawfull King. 

Clif. Why doth not your grace fend him to the Tower ? 

Ha Queenc, 




The (Mention of the two famous Houfes , 

Queene . He is arrefted,but will not obey. 

His fonnes he faith,fh»ll be his baile, 

York *. How fay you boyes,will you not ? 

Edward. Yes noble father,if our words will ferue. 

Rickard. And ifour words will nOt,OUf fwords fhall. 
Tor^f.Call hither to the ftake.my tWo rough Beares. 
King-Call 'Buckingham , and bid him arme himfelfe. 

Y sr^.Call Buckingham and all the friends thou haft, 

Both thou and they fhall ciirfe this fatall houre. 

Enter at one doore/he Earles of Salisbury and IParwicke, with Drum 
and Soldiours. ^nd at the other doore, the Dukeof Bucfynghanu, 
with Drum and Soldiours. 

Cliff. Arc thefe thy Beares ? wee’l baite them foone. 
Dcfpight of thee, and all the friends thou haft. 

War . You had bcftgo dreatne againe, 

To keepe you from the tempeft of the field. 

Clif.l am refolu’d to beare a greater ftornje. 

Then any thou canft conjure vp to day. 

And that ile write vpon thy Burgorlet, 

Might I but know thee by thy houfhould badge. 

^ <r.Now by my fathers age,oldeNcuils crcft. 

The rampant Beare chaind to the ragged ftaffe. 

This day ile Wcare aloft my burgonet. 

As on a Mountainetop the Cedar fhowes. 

That keepes his leaues in fpightof any ftormc, 

Euen to affrightthee with the view thereof. 

Clif . And from thy burgonet will I rend the bcate. 

And tread him vnder foote with all contempt, 

Defpigln the beare-ward that protedls himfo. 

Yong Clif. And fo renowned Soueraigne to armes, 

T o quell thefe Traitors and their complices. 

Richard . Fie Charity for fliame, (peake it not in fpighr, 
Foryou fhall fup with Iefus Chrift tonight. 

Tong Clif . Foule Stigmaticke thou canft not tell. 
•£«£.No,?ot if hot in heauen,youl furcly fup in hell. 

Exit omues. Alarm* 



York* and LancaBer. . 

Alarms to the battaile , and then enter the Dufy of Somerfet and Ri- 
chard fightings and Richard fyls him vnder the figne of the Cajtle 
inS.Albonet. 

J 2 ic^.So,Lie thou there,and tumble in thy blood. 

What’s heere, the figne of the Caftle ? 

Then the Prophefie is come to palfe. 

For Somerfet was fore-warnd of Caftles, 

The which he alwayes did obferuc. 

And now bchold,vnder a paltry Ale-houfe figne. 

The Caftle in S.Albones, . , . „ . 

Somerfet hath made the Wizzatd famous by his death. Exit. 

Alar me s againe, and enter the Earle of Warwicke alone . 

Warwick^ Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals. 

And if thou doft not hide thee from the beare. 

Now whilft the angry Trumpets found alarmes. 

And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes. 

= i V. . . r •/, - V. . 

Clifford fpcafys within. 

Clif. Warwicke ftand ftill, and view the way that Clifford 
hewes with his murthering Curtelaxjthrogh the fainting troops 
to findetbee out. 

Warwicke ftand ftill, and ftir not till I come. 

Enter Yorfy, 

\War.Wo'N now my Lord, what a foote ? 

Who kild your horfe s’ 

2V£e.The deadly hand of Clifford. Noble Lord, ", 

Fiue horfe this day flaine vnder me. 

And yet braue Warwicke I remaine alius, 

Butldid kill his horfe he lou’dfo well. 

The bonieft gray that ere was bred in North; 

H 3 Enter . 
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Enter Cliford,*nd Warwick? offers to fight with him. 

Hold lParwicke, and feeke thee out fome other chafe 
My felfe will hunt this Deare to death. 

tt^ar.Bnne Lord,tis for a Crownc rbou fights, 

Clifford farwell.as I intend to profper well to day, 

It grieues my foule to leaue thee vnaffailde. 

„ , VT „ Exit warwicke. 

Torke. Now Clifford, fince we are finglcd heere alone % 

Be this the day of doome to one of vs. 

For now my heart hath fwornc immortall hate 
To thee, and all the houfe of Lane after . 

Cliffrrd. And heere I ftand, and pitch my foote to thine 
Vowing neucr to ftir.till thou or I be flaine. * 

For neucr fliall my heart be fafe at reft. 

Till I haue fpoild the hatefull houfe of Torke. 

Alarmes ,and they fight ,and Tork? kilt Clifford. 

T orke .Now Lancafier fit fure.thy finewes ftirinke, 
Comefearefull Henry grouelling on thy face, 

Yeeld vp thy Crowne vnto the Prince of Torke. 

Exit Torke, 

Alar mes, then enter young Clifford alone. 

Tong Clifford. Father of Cumberland, 

Where I may fecke my aged Father forth ? 

Oh difmall fight, fee where he brcathleffe lies, 

All fmeard and weltred in his lake-warme blood. 

Ah, aged pillar of all Cumberlands true houfe, 

Sweete father, to thy murdred ghoft I fwearc 
Immortall hate vnto the houfe of Torke , 

Nor neuer fhall I fleepe fecure one night. 

Till I haue furioufly reuendge thy death,. 

And left not one of them to breathe on earth. 

He takes him vp on his backe. 

And thus as old Anktfes fonne did beare 
His aged father on his manly backe. 

And fought with him againft the bloody Greekes, 

Euen fo will I.But ftay,hcer’s one of them. 

To whom my foule hath fwome immortall hate. 

Enter 



Torke and Lancast er, 

Enter Richard, and then Clifford lay es downe hit father, fightetwith 
him, and Richard flies away againe. 

Out crook’d-backe villaine, get thee from my fight, 

But I will after thee, and once againe 
( When I haue borne my father to his T ent) 

lie try my fortune better with thee yet. 

Exityong Clifford with his Father . 

tAlarmes againe , and then enter three orfoure, bearing the Duke 
ofBuckingham wounded to his Tent. 

AlarmtsJliB, and then enter the King and fffueene. 
fjlueene. Away my Lord, and flye to London ftraight. 

Make haft, for vengeance comes along with them : 

Come, ftand not to expoftulate, let’s go. 

King. Come then faire Queene, to London let vs haft. 

And fummonvp a Parliament withfpeede. 

To flop the fury of theft dyre euents. 

Exit King and Queene . 

Alar mes ,and then a flour ijh, and enter the Duke of 
Torke , Edward,and Richard. 

Torke. How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 
Ihope to vs and ours, for Englands good. 

And our great honour, that fo long we loft , 

Whilft faint-heart Henry did vfurpe our rights. 

But did you fee old S ah bury, fince we 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe l 
I would not for the lolfe of this right hand. 

That ought but well betide that good old man. 

Rich. My Lord, I faw him in the thickeft throng. 

Charging his Lance with his old weary artnes. 

And tnrice I faw him beaten from his horfe, 

• And thrice this hand did fet him vp againe. 

And ftill he foughtwith courage gainfthis foes. 

The boldeft fpirued man that esc mine eyes beheld. 

Enter 



Theeententten rf the tm frnwt Houfes , 

Enter Salisbury and Warwkke, 

Edward. See noble Father,wherc they both do come 

The onely props vnto the houfe of York. f. 

Sal. W ell haft thou fought this day, thou valiant Duke, 

And thou braue bud of Yorkes encreafinghoufe. 

The fmall remainder of my weary life, 

I hold for thee,for with thy warlike arme. 

Three times this day thou haft p refer u’d my life. 

Yorke.VVh&t fay you Lords,the King is fled to London# 
There as I heere to hold a Parliament. 

What faies Lord Warwkke , ( hall we after them ? 

War. After them, nay before them if we can : 

Now by my faith Lords,t’was a glorious day, 

Saint tsflbones battaile wonneby famous Yorke, 

Shall be eterniz’d mail age to come, 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and to London all. 

And more fuch daves as thefc,to vs befall. 

Exit mm. 

Fr^is. 




The Second Part. 

Containing the T ragedie of 

Richard Duke of Yorke, and the 
good f\ing Henrie the 



Of Enter Richard "Duke ofY orke, the Earle ofWarwicke , the Duke of 
AT irfolke, Marquejfe Mount ague, Edward Earle of March, then 
QrooVf backe Richard , andtheyoung Earle of Rutland, with drum 
andfouldiers , rvith white Rofes in their hats. 

Warwicke. 

saa ags fc g= Lj» W onder how the King efcap’d our hands. 
ft jTB U IgHK Yorke. Whilft yf e purfu’d the horfemen of the 



H Hc (lily ftoleaway and left his men : 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofe warlike cares could neucr brookc rc 

Charg’d our maine battels front, and there with him I 

Lord Stafford and Lord Clifford all abreft 

Brake in, and wereby th’hands of common fouldiers flaine. 

Edward. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
“Cither flaine or wounded dangeroufly. 
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I deft his Bcucr with a down-right blow : 

Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 

( Jiiont . And brother, heeres the Earle of Wiltfhires blood* 
Whom I encounter’d as the battailes ioyn’d. 

‘Rfcb. Speak e thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

Torke. What is your Grace dead my Lord of Somerfct ? 

Norf. Such hope haue all the line of M» of Gaunt, 

Rich. Thus do I hope to fliape King Henries head. 

War. And fo do I vi6h>rious Prince of York e. 

Before I fee thee feated in that Throne, 

Which now the houfc oi Lancafter vfurpes, 

I vow by heauen, thefc eyes (hall ncuer clofe. 

This is the Palace of that fearefull King, 

And that the regall chaire : Poffefic it Yorke, 

For this is thine, and not King Henries heyres. 

2V^.Affift me then fweet Warwicke , and I will : 

For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norf. Weell all aflift thee, and he that flyes (hall die. • 

York. Thankcs gentle Norfolke. Stay by me my Lords, 

And foldiers ftay you heere,and lodge this nighr.. 

War. And when the King comes offer him no violence,. 
Vnleffe he feeke to put vs out by force, 

Rich. Arm’d as we be let’s ftay within this houfc. 

War. The bloody Parliament (hall this be call’d, 

Vnleffe Plantagenet Duke ofYorke be King, 

And bafhfull Henry be depofde, whole cowardife 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Yorhf. Then leaue me not my Lords : for now I meane 
To take poffeflion of my right. 

War. Neither the King, nor him that loues him beft. 

The proudeft bird that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dare ftirre a wing, if Warwicke fhakc his bels. 
lie plant Plant agenet : androote him out who dares £ 

Refolue thee Richard, claime the Englifh Crownc. 
enter king Henry the ftxt.with the D. ofExcefter, the Earle of N«r- 
thnmherlandyhe Sarle of Weft trier land, andCtifford theSarleef 
Cumberland, with red Rofes in thtir hats. 



Yorke and Lancafter. 

King. Loolce Lordings where thefturdy Rebell(it3, 

Euen in the chaire of State : belike he meanes 
(Back’d by the power of iTarwicke that falfe Peere) 

To afpire vnto the Crowne, and reigne as King. 

Earle ofNorthumberland,heflew thy father. 

And thine Clifford : and you both haue vow’d rcuenge. 

On him, his fonnes, his fauourites, and his friends. 

North. And if I be not,heauens be reueng’donme. 

Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in fteele. 
Weft, What* (hall we fuffer this? Let’s pull him downe. 

My heart for anger breakes, I cannot fpeake. 

King. Be patient gentle Earle of Weftmerland. 

Clif. Patience is for Pultrounes, fuch as he ; 

He durft not fit there had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord, heerein the Parliament, 

Let vs affaile the family ofYorke. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken Cofen, be it fo.' 

King. O know you not the Citty fauours them. 

And they haue troopes of fouldiers at their becke. 

Sxet, But when the Duke is fiaine,theyl quickly flye. 
King.Vzt be it from the thoughts of Henries heart. 

To make a (hambles of the Parlament houfc : 

Cofen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 

Shal be the warres that Henry meanes to vfc. 

Thou fa&ious Duke of Yorke, defeend my Throne, 

I am thy foueraigne. 

Yorke. Thou art deceiu’d, I am thine. 

Exet, For (hame come downe, he made thee D uke off Yorke. 
Yorke. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdome is. 

Exet. Thy father was a T raitor to the Crowne. 

War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crownc, 

In following this v furping Henry. 

(flif. Whom fhould he follow but his naturall King. 

War. True Clifford,and thats Richard Duke ofYorke. 

King. And (hall I ftand while thou fitft in my Throne? 

Torke. Content thy felfe, it rnuft and (hall be fo» 

War. Be D uke of Lancafter, let him be King. 

I % Weft 
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Weft. Why ? he is both King and Duke of Lancaftcr* 

And that the Earle of IPeftmerland (hall maintaine. 

War. And Warwick? (hall difprooue it. You forget '* 
That we are thofe that chac’d you from the field 
And flew your father, and with colours fpred 
Marcht through the Citty to the Pallas gates. 

North. No Warwick?, I remember’t to my greefe s 
And by his foule, thou and thy houfe (hall rew it. 

Weft, plant agenet of thee and of thy fonnes. 

Thy kinfmen and thy friends, lie haue more liucs. 

Then drops of blood were in my fathers veines. 

C/if. Vrge it no more, leaft in rcuenge thereof, 

1 fend thee Warwick? fuch a meflenger. 

As (hall rcuenge his death before 1 ftirre. 

War. Poore (fltjford, how I fcornc thy worthlefle threats. 

Torke. Will ye we fhew our Title to the Crowne, 

Or elfc our fwords (hall pleade it in the field ? 

King. WhatTitlehaft thou Traitor to the Crowne ?< 

Thy Father was as thou art, Duke of Y orke : 

Thy Grand-father Roger MortimerEntle of March. 

I am the fonne of Henry the fift, who tam'd the French, 

And made the Dolphin ftoope, and feiz’d vpon 
Their Townes and Prouinccs. 

War. Talke not of France finee thou haft loft it all. 

King. The Lord Prote&or loft it, and not I, 

When I was crown’d, I was but nine months old. 

T^ch. Y’are old enough now, and yet tnethinkes you lofe t 
Father, tcarethe Crowne from the Vfurpers head. 

Edw . Do fo fweet father, fet it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother, as thou lou’ft and honour’d: armes. 
Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cauilling thus. 

Kick. Sound Drums and Trumpets, and the King will flye. 

Torke. Peace l’onnes. 

North. Peace thou, and giueKing Henry leauc to (pcake. 

King. Ah Plant agenet, why feek’ft thou to depofeme ? 

Ate we not both Plantagenets by birth ? 

And ftomtwo brothers lineally defeent ? 

Suppow 



of Torke and LancaBer. 

Suppofe by right and equity thou beKing : 

Thinkft thou, that I will leauc my Kingly feate, 

Wherein my Father, and my Grandfire fate ? 

No,firft (hall warrevnpeople this my Realme/ 

I and our Colours often borne in France, 

And now in England (to our hearts great forrow) 

Shall be my winding Iheet. Why faint you Lords ? 

My Titles better farre than his. 

War. Proue it Henry, and thou (halt be King. 

King. Why Henry the fourth by conqueft got the Crowne.. 
Torke. T was by rebellion gainft his Soueraigne. 

King. I know not what to fay, my Titles weake. 

Tell me, may not a King adopt an heire ? 

War. What then ? 

King. Then am I lawful! King. Tor Richard 
The fecond; in the view of many Lords, 

Refign’ d the Crowne to Henry the fourth, 

Whofe heire my Father was, and I am his. 

Torke. I tell thee he rofe againft him being his Soueraigne, 

And made him to refigne the Crowne perforce. 

War. Suppofe my Lord he did it vneonftrain’d, 

Thinkeyou that werepreiudiciall to the Crowne ? 

Exet, No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, 

But that the nextheyre muft fucccede and reigne. 

Ktng.hvt thou againft vs Duke of Exeter i 
Exet. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

King. All will reuoltfromme,andturne to him. 

North. Plant agenet, for all the claime thou laift, 

Thinke not King Henry fhall be thus dopofde. 

War. Depofd he (hall be in defpight of thee. 

Nor. Tu(h Warwick? , thou artdcceiu’d : 

Tis not thy Southerne powers ofEffex,Suffolke, Norfolk e. 

And Kent, that makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud s 
Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. . 

(ftif. King Henry be thy Title right or wrong. 

Lord (f/iffbrdv owes to fight in thy defence. 

pc and fwallow me aliue, , 

I Wher§- 
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Where I do kneele to him that flew my Father. 7 * 

King. O Clifford, ho w thy words rcuiue my foulc. 

Yorks* H enry of Lancafter refigne thy Crowne. 

What muctcr you ? Or what confpireyou Lords ?* 

^ K ar \?cV^ vnto this Princely DukcofYorke, 

Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men, 

Snter Soldiers . 

And ouer the Chaire of flate where now he fits 
Write vp his Title with thy vfurping blood. * 

King. Q Warwick^, hcare me fpeake .• 

Lee me but reigne in quiet while I Hue. 

Yorke. Confirme the crowne to me, and tomineheires 
And thou flialt reigne in quiet whilft thou liu’ft. * 

King. Conuey thefouldiers hence,and then I will. 

War. Captainc conduft them into 7 uthill fields. 

Clifi i What wrong is this vnto the Prince your fon ? 
War.W hat good is this for England and himfelfc ? 

North. Bafe, fearfull, and defpairing Henry. 

Clif. How haft thou wronged both thy felfc and vs ? 

W'efi. I eannot flay to heare thefe Articles. 

Clif. Nor I, Come cofen lets go tell the Queene. 

North. Be thou a prey vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

And die in bands for this vnkindly deede. 

Clif. In dreadfull war roayft thou be ouercome. 

Or Hue in peace abandond and defpifd. * 

Exet. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not yeeldTmv 
Lord. v 1 

King. Ah Exeter ? 

JP", <tr. Why ftiould you figh my Lord ? 

King. Not for my felfe Lord ITarwicke, but my fonne. 
Whom I vnnaturally {hall difinherit. 

But be it as it may. I hecre intaile the Crowne 
To thee and to thine hey res, conditionally. 

That heere thou take an oath. 

To ceafe thefe ciuill broylcs,and whilftl liue 
To honor me as thy King and Soueraigne. 

York. That oath I will ingly take, and will performe. 



Exit, 

Exit 



r ?f Yorke and LancaHer . 

Wsr.Long liue King Jfcwy.pJantagenet embrace him. 
Kmg.And long hue thou,and all thy forward fonnes. 
Tor^r.Now Yorke and Lancafter are reconcilde, 
E**r,Accurft be he that feekes to make them foes. 

i Sound Trumpets. 

TorkeMy Lord ,Ue take my leaue. 

For lie to Wakefield, to my Caftle. 

. ... . . , Sxit Yorke with his fonnes. 

War. And lie kcepc London with my fouldiors. v X it 

Norf. And ile to Norfolke with my followers. Exit 

LMont, and I to the fea-from whence I came, Exit] 

Enter the Queene and the Prince. 

Aarrt.My Lord, heere comes the Queene, Ile fteale awayv 
Ktng, \r\d lo will I. * 

Queene. ^xy ftay,or elfc He follow thee. 

King. Re patient gentle Queene, and then He ftay . 

What patience can there be ? ah timerous man. 

Thou haft vndonc thy felfe, thy fonne,and me, 
and giuen our rights vnto the houfeof Torke, 
art thou aKing.and wilt be for’eft to yeeld i 
Had I bene thcre,tbe fouldiers ftiould haue toft • 

Me on their launces points.before I wou ldhaue 
Granted to their wils.TheDube is made 
Protector of the Land .•• Sterne Fawconhridge 
_ommands the narrow Teas : and thinkft thou then 
To fleepe fecure ? I heere diuorce me Henry 
From thy bcd,vntill that a&e of Parliament 



jnd fpread th«y Hull ,„ to th ' y 
Come fonne, lets away,and leaue him heere alone. 
OS™?* M*rg*retii nd heare me fpeake 
^Thou haftfpoketoo much already, therefore be ftill, 

Oi£ t mi L f ° nnc Edwardimlt thou ftay with me ? 
aC «.i,to bc muidered by his enemies. pr X jf 



BerecaW wherein thou yeeldeft to the houfe of Yor’ee. 
The Northeme Lords that haue forfworne thy colours, 
Will follow mme,tf once they fee them fpread. 
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Erin. When I rcturne with vi&ory from the Held, 
lie fee your Grace, till then lie follow her. Exit, 

King , Poore Quecne.her loue tome and tothe Prince her fon 
Makes her in furie thus to forget her felfe. 

Reuenged may fhe be on that accurfed Duke. 

Come Cofen of Exeter, ftay thou heere. 

For Clifford and thofeNorthcrne Lords be gone, 

I feare towards Wakefield, to difturbe the Duke, 



Enter Edward, and K < ichard J and Montague , 

Edw. Brother, and cofen Montague , giue me leaue to (peakc. 
Rich, Nay, I can better play the Orator. 

'Mont. But I hauc reafons ftrong and forceable. 



Enter the Duke of Torke. 

Torke. How now fonnes what at a iarre amongft your felues f 
Rjch. No Father, but a fweete contention, about that which 
concernes your felfe and vs. The Crowne of England father. 

Torke. The Crowne boy, why Henries yet aliuc. 

And I hauc fwornc that he fhall reigne in quiet till hi* death. 
Ed. But I would breakc an hundred oaths to reigne one ycare. 
Rich. And if it plcafe your Grace to giue me leaue. 

He fhew your Grace the way to faue your oath. 

And difpoffeffe King Henry from the Crowne. 

Torke. I prethe Dicke let me hcarc thy deuice. 

Rich. Then thus my Lord. 

An Oath is of no moment. 

Being not fworne before a lawfull Magiftrate. 

Henry is none, but doth vfurpe your right. 

And yet your Grace (lands bound to him by Oath/ 

Then noble father refolue your felfe. 

And once more claime the Crowne. ; 

Torkp. I, faift thou fo boy ? why then it (hall befo. 

I am refolu’d to win the Crowne, or dye. 

Edward , thou (halt to Edmund Brooke Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kentifhmen will willingly rife. 

Thou Cofen Montague (halt to Norfolke ftraight. 



Torke and LancaUer. 

And bid the Duke to mufter vp his foldiours. 

And come to me to Wakefield frekmiy. 

And Richard, thou to London ftraight (halt pofte. 

And bid Richard Neuill Earle of IParwtck ?, 

To leaue the Citty,and with his men of warre. 

To meete me at S .Mbones ten dayes hence. 

My felfe heere in SandallCzftle will prouide 
Both men and mony to further our attempts. 

Now, what newes ? Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. My Lord,the Queene with thirty thoufand men. 
Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 

Northumberland, and Wefimerland, . 

With others of the houfe of L ancafter. 

Are marching towards Wakefield, 

To befiedge you in your Caftle heere. 

Enter Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer . 

Torke. A Gods name let them come. 

Coufin Montague, pofte you hence. 

And boyes ftay you with me. . 

Sir Iohn and fir Hugh 'JMortimer mine Vnckles, 

Y’are welcome to Sandall in an happy houre. 

The army of the Queene mcanes to befiedge vs. 

Sir Iohn. She (hall not ncede my Lord, 

Wee’l meete her in the field. 

2V(£.What,with fiue thoufand foludtors,VnckIe ? 

Rich l father , with fiue hundred for a need, 

A woman’s Generali, what fhould you feare? 

JV^,.Indeed,manybraue battels hauc I wonne 
In Normandy, w\\tn as the enemie 
Hath bin ten to one,and why fhould I now doubt 
Of the like fuccefTe ? I am refolu’d.Come lets goe. 

Edw. L et’s march away,I heare their drums. Exit, 

Alarmes,andthe»*nter theyoung Earle of 
Rutland and his Tutor. 

Tutor. Oh flye my Lord, lets leaue the Caftle, 

And flye to Wakefield ftraight* 

K Enter 
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Enter Clifford, 

S#r.OTutor,looke where bloody Clifford comes. 

Clif. Chaplame away, thy Priefthood faucs thy life,. 

As for the brat of that accurfed Duke, 

Whofe father flew my father ,he Ihall dye. 

Tutor. Oh Clifford,fparc this tender Lord^eaft 
Heauen reuenge it oyi thy he^d ; oh faue his life. 

Cfifffioldioxs away ,and drag him hence perforce 
Away with the viUajne. Exit Cbaplaine. 

How now, what dead already i or is it fearc that 
Makes him dofe his eyes ? lie open them. 

RiitSo lookes the pent vp Lionon the La mho. 

And fohe walkcs infulcing orchis'p^e)t> . ri ■ 
And fo he tunics againc to rend’ hil hrobcs in funder, 

Oh ClifFord,kill me with thy f\vord,and. 

Not with fucha cruell threatning looke, • 

I am too meanc a fubie& for thy wrath, -£<!,? • . »►.?*. c. . c.il 
Be thou reuendge op men, and let me liue. 

fflif.ln vainc thou lpeakeft poore boy : my fathers 
Blood hath ftopt the paffage where thy words fhould enter 
^«r.Then let my fathers blood ope it againe,he is a 
Man, and Clifford cope with him. . ; 

Clif. Had I thy brethren hecrc,theit Hues and thine 
Were not reuenge fufficienc for me. 

Or ftiould I dig vp thy fore-fathers graues. 

And hang their rotten Coffins vp in chaines. 

It could not flake mine ire, nor eafe my heart, 

The fight of any of the houfe of Torke, 

Is as a fury to torment my foule. 

Therefore till I rootc out that curfcd line. 

And lcaue not one on earth,lle liue in hell therefore.. 

/?«f„Oh let me pray,before I take my death. 

To thee I pray : Sweet Clifford pitty me. *. . 

£/</,I,fuch pitty as my rapiers point affords. 

Rut. I neuer did thee hurc,whcrcforc wilt thou kill me? 
Clif. Thy father hath. 



■— M— 

Torkeand Lancaster. 

t’was ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one fonnc,for his fake pitty me, 

Lcaft in reuenge thercof,fith God is iuft, - 

He be as miferably flaine as I. 1 

Oh, let me liue in prifon all my daies, 
and when I giue occafion of offence. 

Then let me die,for now thou haft no caufe. 

Clif. No caufe e Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 
Plant agenety I come Tlantagenet, 

And this thy fonnes blood cleaning to my blade, 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon, till thy blood 

Congeald with his, do make me wipe off both. Exit, 

Alar met, enter the 'Duke of Torke film. 

Torke. Nn 2V£c,poftc to thy Caftle,fauc thy life. 

The goale is loft, thou houfe of Lancafter, 

Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine. 

That heauen abridgde my daies,and cals me hence. 

But God knowes what chance hath betide my fonnes : 

But this I know, they haue demeand thcmfclues. 

Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 

Three times this day came Richard to my fight, 
and cried courage, Father : vi&ory or death, 
and t wice fo oft came Edward to my view. 

With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts. 

In bloud of thofe whom he had flaughtered. 

Oh harke,I heare the drums.No w ay to file ? 

No way to faue my life i and hcere I ftay j 
And hcere my life muft end. 

Enter the Queene, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and Soldiours, 

Come bloudy flfford^ough Northumberland, 

I dare your quenchlefle fury to more bloud .• 

This is the But, and this abides your (hot. 

Northum. Yccld to our mercies, proud Plant agentt, 

Clfl } to fuch mercy as his ruthfull arme 

K 2 With 
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With downe right payment lent vnto my father. 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre. 

And made an euening at the noone tide pricke, 

H'orkeM'j afhes like the Phoenix may bring forth 
A bird that will reuengc it on you all. 

And in that hope I caft mine eyes. to heauen. 

Scorning what ere you can afflidlme with. 

Why fla.yj you Lords ? what, multitudes and feare i 
CV/f.So towards fight when they can flie no longer. 
So Doues do pecke the Rauens piercing tallents. 

So defperatc theeucs,all hopelefle of their liues, 

Breathe ouc inuedliues ’gainft the Officers. 

Yorke.Qh Clifford, yet bethinke thee once againc. 
And in thy minde orc-runac my former time. 

And byte thy tongue that ftanderfi him with cowardife, 
Whofe very looke hath made thee quake ere this. 

fflifl will not bandy with thee word for word. 

But buckle with thee Wowes twice two for one. 






Queeni$kAd valiant Clifford, fox athoufand caufcs 
I would prolong the traitors life a while. 

Wrath makes him deafe/peake thou Northumberland, 
Afor.Hold Clifford, do not honour him fo much. 

To pricke thy finger, though to wound his heart. 

What valour where it when a curre doth grin. 

For one to thru ft his hand betweene his teeth. 

When he might fpurne him with his foote away 0 
Tis warres prize to take all aduantages, 

And ten to one,is no impeach in warres. 

Fight and take hints. 

C/if A, I, fo ftriues the Woodcoke with the gin. 

North So doth the Cunny ftrugglc with the net. 

Torke. So triumphs theeucs vpon their conquer’d booty. 
So true men yeeld,by robbbers ouer-niatchr. 

A7or/&.What will your grace haue done with him ? 

Queenc . Braue vnxnoors,fflifferd and Northumberland, 
Come make him (land vpon this mole-hill heere-. 

That aimde at Mouncatnes with out-ftretehed arme. 



Torke and Lancaster. 

And parted but the fliadow with his hand. 

Was*it you that reueld in our Parliament , 

And made a prcchment of your high defeent l 
Where are your meffe of fonnes to backe you now ? 
The wanton Edward , and the lufty George ? 

Or wher’s that valiant crookt-backt prodegy ? 
Dickey your boy ,that with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutinies ? 

Or mongft the reft.where is your darling Rutland? 
Looke Torke , \ dipt this napkin in the blood. 

That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point. 

Made iffue from the bofome of thy boy. 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giue thee this to dry thy cheekes withall. 

Alas poorc Torke : but that I hate thee much, 
l fhould lament thy miferable ft3te. 

I prethee grieue to make me merry ,Yorke : 
Scampc,raue and fret,that I may fing and dance. 
What, hath thy fiery heart fo parch thine entrailes. 
That not a teare can fall for Rutlands death ? 

Thou wouldft be feede I fee, to make mefport. 

Torke cannot fpeake.vnlcfle he weare a crowne. 

A crowne for Yorkc,and Lords bow lowtohim. - 
So,hold you his hands,whilft I do fet it on. 

I,now lookes he like a King. 

This is he that tookeKing Henries chaire. 

And this is he was his adopted heyre. 

But how isit that great Plantagenet, 

Is crownd fo foone,and broke his holy oath. 

As 1 bethinke me, you fhould not be King, 

Till our Henry had (hooke hands with death, 
and will you impale your head with Homes glory, , : 
and rob his temples of the Diadem 
Now in his life,againft your holy oath > 

Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the crowne,and with the crownehis head, 
and whilft we breathe, taketime to do him dead, . 

Kf 
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Chf. That’s my office for my fathers death. 

Queene. Yet Ptay,and lets hearexheOrifons he makes. 

Tor lie. She wolfe of France, but worfc then wolues of France- 
Whofe tongue’s more poifon’d then the Adders tooth. 

How ill befeeming is it in thy fexe, 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Vponhis woes, whom Fortune captiuates? 

But that thy face is vifard-like vnehanging, 

Made impudent by vfe of euill deeds ; 

I would affay, proud Queene to make thee bluflh. 

To tell thee of whence thou art/rom whom deriu’de, 

T’were lhame enough to fhame thee, were thou not (liamelefii . 
Thy father beares the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the£//57f/,and lerufalem , 

Yet not fo wealthy as an englifh yeoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 

V nleffe the Adage muft be verifide ; 

That beggers mounted, run their horfe to death. 

Tis beauty, that oft makes women proud ; 

But God he wots.thy fhare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moft^admir’d. 

The contrary doth make thee wdndred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme diuine. 

The want thereof makes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good, 

As the txfntipodes are vnto vs. 

Or as the South to the Scptcntrion. 

OhTygersheart wrapt in a womans hide; 

How couldft thou draine the life blood of the childc^ 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face ? 

Women are mildc,pittifull,and flexible. 

Thou indurate,fterne, rough, rcmorcelefle. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy will. 

Wouldft haue me weepe ? why fo.thou haft thy wiflh. 

For raging windes blow vp a ftorme oftcares. 



in 









Torke and LancaBer, 

And when the rage alaes,the raine begins. 

Thefc teares are my fweet Rutlands obfequies. 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals. 

On thee fell Clifford, and the falfe French-woman, 

North . Beftirew me but his paffions moue me fo, 
as hardly I can checkc mine eyes from teares. 

Torke, That face of his, the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d with bloud j 
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable, 

0 ten times more then T ygers of Arcadia. 

Sec ruthlefle Queene , a haplelfe fathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts in blood of my fwcete boy. 

And loe,with teares I wafh the blood away. 

Keepe thou the napkin,and go boaft of that, 

And if thou tell the ftory well, 

Vpon my foulc the hearers will ftied teares, 

I ,euen my foes will ftied faft falling teares, 
ahdTay,alafle,it was a pitteous deed. 

Here,take the crowne,and with the crowne 
and in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
as now I rcape at thy too cruell hands. 

Hard harted Clifford, take me from the world. 

My foule to heauen,my blood vpon your heads. . 

North . Had he bin flaughterman ©fall my kin, 

1 could not chufe but weepe with him, to fee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 

Qu. What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland) 
Thinke but vpon chc wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 

Cliff. There’s for my oath, there’s for my fathers death. 
Queen. And there’s to right our gentle harted kinde. 
2V%.Open thy gates of mercy gracious God. 

My foule flics foorth to meete with thee. 

Queene, Off with his head,and fet it on 
So Torke may o«uer-looke the T owne of Torke. 



Exeunt mneso 
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Enter Edward and Richard pith Drum and Soldiom. 

Edw. Alter this dangerous fight and bapleffe warre. 

How doth my noble brother Richardi are ? 

RichA cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d. 

Where ourright valiant father is become. 

How often did I fee him beare himfclfe. 

As doth a Lyon midft a heard of Neat, 

So fled the enemies from our valiant Father, 

Mechinkes tis pride enough to be his fonne. 

Three fnnnes appeare in the tAyre. 

£<&v.Loe,how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her farwell of the glorious funne, 

Dazle mine eyes, or do I fee three funs? 

£/c&.Three glorious funnes,not feparated by a racking cloud 
Butfeuered in a pale cleere (Lining sky. 

Sce,fee,they ioyne,embrace,and feeme to kifie. 

As if they vowd fome league inuiolate. 

Now are they but one lampe,one light,one funne. 

In this the hcauens doth figure fome euent. 

Edw.\ thinke it cites vs brother to the field. 

That we the fonnes of braue Plantagenet , 

Already each one fhiningby hismeed. 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world. 

As this the earth,and therefore hence forward, 
lie beare vpon my Target,three faireftuningfuns. 

But what art thou that look’ll foheauily ? 

Enter a Me(fenger. 

AdefOb,onc that was a wofiril looker on. 

When as the noble Duke of Y orke was flaine. 

Edw.Oh fpcake no more, for I can hcare no more. 

Rich. Tc\\ on thy tale,tbc I will beare it all. 

Mef.VV hen as the noble Duke was put to flight, 
and thenpurfudeby Cltffordtnd the Queene, 
and many fouldiors moe,who all at once 
Let driue at him,and forc’d the Duke to yeeld, j 
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And then they fet him on a mole-hill there, 

And crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpite. 

Who then with teares began to waile his fall. 

The ruthlefle Qyeene perceiuing he did weepe, 

Gaue him a handkercher to wipe his eyes. 

Dipt in the blood of fweet young Rutland , 

By rough Clifford flaine : who weeping tooke it vp. 

Then through his bred they thruft their bloody fwords 
Who like a Lambe fell at the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates ofYorke they fet his head. 

And there it doth remaine the pitteous fpeftacle 
That ere mine eyes beheld. 

Edw . Sweet Duke of Yorke, our prop to leane vpon. 

Now thou art gone,there is no hope for vs : 

Now my foules Palace is become a prifon. 

Oh would fhe breake from compaffe ofmy breft. 

For neuer (hall I haue more ioy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe, fot all my breads moyfturc 
Scarfe ferues to quench my furnace burning hate : 

I cannot ioy till this white Rofe be dy’de, 

E uen in the heart blood of the houfc of Lancafter. 

Richard, I bare thy name, and lie reuenge thy death. 

Or dye my lelfe in feeking ofreuenge. 

Edw. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee. 

His chaire and Dukedome that remaines for me. 

U/c&.Nay , if thou be that Princely Eagles bird. 

Shew thy defeent by gazing gaind the Sunne, 

For Chaire, and Dukedome ; Throne and Kingdome fay. 

For either that is thine, or elfe thou wertnothis. 

Enter the Earle oftVarwicke, Montague ,with drum, 
ancient, and fouldiers. 

W'ar. How now faire Lords : what fare? what newes abroad i 
Rich. Ah SV arwicke, fhould we report the balefull newes. 

And at each words deliucraBce, dab Ponyards in our flelh 
Till all were told, the words would adde 
More anguifh then the wounds. 

L Ah 






Edw. Ah Warwick Warwicks, that Plantagenet 
Which held thee deere ; 1, cucn as his foules redemption. 
Is by the fterne Lord Clifford, done to death. 

War. Ten dayes ago I drown’d thofe newes in tcares, 
And now to adde more meafureto your woes : 

I conic to tell you newes fincc then betaine. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought. 

Where yourbraue father breath’d his latcft gafpe, 
Tydings as fwiftly as the poft could runne. 

Was brought me of your Ioffe, and his departure* 

I then in London, keeper of the King, 

Muftred my foldicrs, gathered flockes of friends, • 

And very well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to S. Albons to intercept the Quccne, 

Bearing the King in my behalfc along. 

For by my fcouts I was aduertifed. 

That file was comming, with a full intent 
To dalh your late decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries heircs, and yourfucceffion. 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met. 

Our battailes ioyn’d, and both fides fiercely fought : 
But whether ’twas the coldneffe of the King, 

(He look ? d full gently on his warlike Quecne) 

That rob’d my fouidiers of their heated fplecne. 

Or whether ’twas repott of his fucceffe. 

Or more then common feare ofCliffords rigour. 

Who thunders to his Captaines blood and death, 

I cannot tell. But to conclude with truth. 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came. 

Our fouidiers, like the Night-O wles lazy flight. 

Or like an ydleThrelher with a flaile, 

Fell gently downe, as if they fmote their "" 

I cheer’d them vp with iuftice of the cauie, 

With promife of hye pay, and great r ^ w * r£5S 
But all in vainc,they had no hearts to fight. 

Nor we in them no hope to win the day. 
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So that we fled. The King vnto the Quecne, 

Lord George your brother, Norfolke,and my fclfe. 

In haft, pofte haft, arc come to ioyne with you. 

For in the marches hecre we heard you were. 

Making another head to fight againe, 
fiu’.Thankcs gentle Warwicks , 

How farre hence is the Duke with his power ? 

And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 

War. Some flue miles off the Duke is with his power.? 
But as for your brother, he was lately fent 
From your kinde Aunt, Dutcheffe of Burgundie, 

With aide of fouidiers ’gainft this needfull warre. 

‘Rich* Twas ods belike, when valiant Warwick* fled. 
Oft haue I heard thy praiies inpurfuite. 

But nerc till now thy fcandall of retire. 

War. Nor now my fcandall Richard doft thou hearer 
For thou fhalt know that this right hand ofmine. 

Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head. 

And wring the awcfull Scepter from his fift. 

Were he as famous and as bold in warrs, 

As he is fam’d for mildeneffe,peacc,and prayer. 

Rich. I know it well Lord Warwicks, blame me not, 
Twas loue I bare thy glories made me fpeake. 

But in this troublous time, what’s to be done? 

Shall we go throw away our coates of fteele. 

And clad our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes, 
Numbring our Auemaries with our beads ? 

Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes. 

Tell our deuotion with rcuengefull armes ? 

If for the laft, fay I, and to it Lords. 

War, Why therefore Warwicks came tofiude you out: 
And therefore comes my brother Montague, 

Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Qucene, 

With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many moe proud birds, 

Haue wrought the eafie melting King like waxe. 

He fwarc confent to your fucceflion. 
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His oath inrolled in the Parliament. 

But now to London all the crew are gone, 

To fruftrate his oath, or what belides 
May make againft thehoufe of Lancafler. 

Their power 1 geffe them fifty thoufand ftrong. 

Now if the helpe of Norfolke and my felfe, 

Can but amount to eight and forty thoufand. 

With all the friends that thou braue Earle of March, 
Among the louing WeKhmen canft procure. 

Why via, to London will we march amaine. 

And once againe beftride our foming Steeds, 

And once againe cry, Charge vpon the foe. 

But neuer once againe turnc backe and flyc. 

Hicb . I now methinkes I heare gTeat Warwicke fpeake : 
Nere may he line to fee a Sunfhinc day. 

That cries retire, when Warwicks bids him flay. 

Edw. Lord ITarwicke, on thy (houlder will I lcane. 
And when thou faints, muft Edward fall : 

Which perill heauen forefend. 

War, No longer Earle of March, but Duke ofYorke, 
The next degree is ,. En glands royall King ; 

And King of England (halt thoube proclaim d. 

In euery burrough as WC paffc along .* 

And he that cafts not vp his cap forioy, 

Shall for the offence make forfeite of his head. 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renownc, 

But forward to effect thefe refolutions. 

Enter a Meffenger » 

Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me, 
The Queene is comming with a puiffant power. 

And craues your company for fpcedy counfcll. 

War, Why then it iorts braue Lords. 

Let’s march away. 



Exeunt entnet- 




of Yorke md Lmutter. 

Enter the King and Queene, Prince Edward , and the 
Nor theme Earles, with drumme and 

Sonldiours. 

Qu§en, Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne ofYorke, 
Yonders the head of that ambitious enemy. 

That fought to be impaled wich your Crowne. 

Doth not the obicifl pleafe your eye my Lord ? 

King. Euen as the rockes pleafe them that fear their wracke 
With-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault, 

Nor wittingly haue I infring’d my vow. 

flif.My gracious Lord, this too much 1 enity 
And harinefull piety muft be layde afide, 

To whom do Lyons caft their gentle lookes ( 

Not to the beaft that would vfurpe his den. 

Whofe hand is that the fauage Beare doth licke ? 

Not his that fpoyles his young before his face. 

Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling ? 

Not he that fets his foote vpon her backe. 

The fmalleft worme will turne being troden on. 

And Doues will pccke, in refeue of their brood. 

Ambitious Yorks did leuel! at thy Crowne, 

Tfiou fmiling, while hee knit his angry browes. 

He but a Duke, would haue his fonne a King, 

And raife his ifluc like a louing Sire, 

Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fonne, 

Didft giue confent to difinherit him. 

Which argu d thee amoft vnnaturall Father. 

Vnreafonablc creatures feede their yong. 

And though mans face be fearefull to their eyes. 

Yet in prote&ion of their tender ones. 

Who hath not feene them euen with thofe fame wings, 

Which they haue fometime vfde in fearefull fl ght, 

Make warre with him, that climbes vnto their Neft, 

Offering their owne liues in their yongs defence ? 

For Cbame my Lord, make them your prefident, . 

L 3 
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Were it not pitty that this goodly boy, 

Should lofe his birth-right through his fathers fault? 

And long heereafter, lay vnto his Childe, 

What my great Grandfather and Grandfirc got, 

My carelcffe father fondly gaue away ? 

Looke on the boy, and let his manly face. 

Which promifeth fucceffefull fortune. to vs all, 

Steele thy melting thoughts. 

To keepe thine owne, and leauc thine owne withhim. 

King, Full well hath Clifford playd the Orator, 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But tell me, didft thou neueryet heare tell, 

That things ill got had cucr bad fucceffe. 

And happy euer was it for that fonne, 

VVhofe father for his hoording went to hell £ 

I leauc my fonne my vertuous deeds bchinde. 

And would my father had left me no more : 

For all the reft is held at fuch a rate. 

As askes a thoufand times more care to keepe, 

Then may the prefent profite counteruaile. 

Ah cofin Yorke, would thy beft friends did know. 

How it doth greeuc me that thy head ftands there. 

Queene . My Lord, this harmfull pitty makes your follow* 
ers faint. 

You promifd Knight-hood toyour Princely fonne, 

Vnfheath your (word, and ftraight way dub him Knight,' 
Kneelc downe Edward. 

King. Edward Plantagenct.arife a Knight, 

And lcarne this IclVon, Draw thy fword in right. 

Trincc. My gracious Father, by your Kingly leauc. 

He draw it as apparant to theCrowne, 
and in that quarrell, vfe it to the death. 

North. Why. that is fpokenlike a toward 



Enter a tMefenger, 

Afejf. Royall Commanders, be in readineffe. 
For with a band of fifty thoufand men. 



of Yorke and Lancaster. 

Comes TTarwicke, backing of the Duke of Yorke, 

And in the T ownes whereas they paffe along 
Proclaimes him King, and many flyes to him » 

Prepare your battels, for they be at hand. * 

Clif. 1 would your highneffe would depart thefield. 

The Queene hath beft fucceffe when you are abfent. 

"V Lo . rd > and leau c vs to our fortunes. 

* VVh y t , hat i ! my fortune, therefore He ftay ftill. 

Clif. Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Good Father cheere thefenoble Lords, 

Vnfheath your fword, fweet Father cry S. George. 

Clif. Pitch we our battell heere, forhence we wii not mouc. 

• €” ter houfe of Yorke. 

Edn>. Now periur'd Henry, wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne ? 
And kneele for mercy at thy Soucraignes feete ? 

Queen. Go rate thy Minions proud infulting boy 
Becomes it thee to be. thus malapert 
Before thy King, and la wfull Soueraignc ? 

Edvf. I am his King, and he fliould bend his knee 
I was adopted heyre by his confent. * 

George, Since whence hath broke his oath. 

For as we heare, you that are King 
(Though he do weare the Crowne) 

Haue caufd him by new afte of Parliament, 

° ur J 3ro ^ lcr out > a nd put his owne fonne in. 

And rcafon George : 

Who fhould fuececde the facher,.bur the fon ? 

Rich. Are you there butcher ? 

Clif I Crooke-backc, heere I ftand to anfwer thee 
Or any of your fort. * 

Rtch.Twzs you that kiid yong Rucland,was it not* 

Chf. Yes, and old Yorke too,and yet not fatisfied. 

S'mt'I ak 1 C Lords § iue fi g naIk ° thc fight- 

QuZ vvh fa f th ° U He V ? wik thou y celde thy crowne ) 
VvSn J VV J ^ ° ng tongu d Wamickc, darcyou fpeakc ? 
vnen you and l met at Saint Albons lift, 

Youj 
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Yourlegges did better fcruice then your hands, 

{Tar. I, then twas my turne to flye, but now t’is thine. 

Clif . you faid as much before, and yet you fled. 

War. T was not your valour Clifford drone me thence. 

Nor. No.nor your manhood Warwick^ could make yec flay. 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberland , we hold 
Thee rcucrently. 

Brcake off the parley, for fcarfe I can refraine 
The execution of my big fwolne heart, 

Againft that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer. 

Clif. Why I kild thy Father, calft thou him a childe? 

Rich. I like a villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 

As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere Sun-fet lie make thee curffe the deed. 

King. Haue done with words great Lords, 

And hcare me fpeake. 

Queens. Defie them then, or clfe hold clofe thy lips. 

King. I prethee giue no limits to my tongue, 

I being a King, am priuiledg’d to fpeake. 

Cltf. My Lord, the wound that bred this meeting heere. 
Cannot be cur’d with words, therefore be ftill. 

Rich . Then executioner vnfheath thy fword. 

By him that made vs all, I am refolu’d 
That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue, 

Edw. What fayft thou Henry, £hall 1 haue my right orno ? 
A thoufand men haue broke their faft to day. 

That nere fhall dine, vnleffe thou yeeld the Crowne. 

War. If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head. 

For Torke in iuftice,puts his Armour on, 

Prin. If all be right that Warwick . f fayes is right. 

There is no wrong, but all things muft be right. 

Ttocb. Whofoeuer got thee, there thy mother ftands, 

For wclfl wot thou haft thy mothers tongue. 

Queen. fax thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 

But like a fowle mifhapen ftigmaticke, 

Markt by the Deftinies to be auoided, 

As venom’ d Todes, or Lizards fainting lookes. 






Torke and 

Sieh.hon of Naples, hid with englifh 
Thy father bcarcs the title of a King, 

As if a channell ftiould be cald the Tea ; 

Sham’ft thou not,knowing from whence thou art deriu’de, 
To parlie thus with Englands lawfull heyres ? 

Edw.\ wifpe of ftraw were worth a thoufand crowr.es. 
To make that fhamelefle callet know her felfe. 

Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of France, 

And tam’de the French, and made the Dolphin ftoope ; 

And had be tnatcht according to his ftate. 

He might haue kept that glory till this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 

And grac’d thy poore fire with his bridall day : 

Then that fun-lhine bred a (howre for him, 

Which wafht his fathers fortuues out of France^ 

And heapt feditions on his crowne at home. 

For what hath mou’d thefe tumults, but thy pride ? ' 

Hadft thou bene mecke,our title yet had dept. 

And we inpitty of the gentle King, 

Had dipt our claime vntill another age. 

George. But when we faw our fummer brought thee gaine^ 
And that the harueft brought vs no increale. 

We fet the axe to thy vfurping roote, 

And though the edge haue fomething hit our feiues. 

Y ct know thou we will neuer ceafe to ftrike. 

Till we haue hewne thee downe. 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated blouds. 

Edw. And in this refolution,I defie thee. 

Nor willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied the gentle King to fpeake, 

Sound trumpets, let our bloudy colours waue. 

And either vnftory,or clfe a graue. 

Queene . Stay Edward, fay. 

Edw . Hence wrangling woman.Ile no longer day 
Thy words will coft ten thoufand lines to day. 



M 
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Alarms. Enter IVamicke. 

War . Sore fpent with toile,as runners with the race, 

I lay me downe a little while to breathe, 

For ftrokes recciude^nd many blowcs repaide. 

Hath robd my llxong knit finewes of their ftrength, 

And force perforce,needs muft I reft my fclfe. 

Enter Edward. 

£<&v.Smile gentle heauens, or ftrikevngentle death, 

That we may die vnleffe we gainethe day : 

What fatall ftarre malignant frowncs from heauen, 

Vponthe harmelcfle line of Yorkes true houfe/ 

Enter Cjeorge. 

Cjeorge . Come brother come, lets to the field againe. 

For yet there's hope enough to win the day : 

Then let vs backe to cheere our fainting Troopcs, 

Leaft they retire now we haue left the field. 

War Mow now my Lords,what hap ? what hope of good ? 

Enter Richard running. 

‘Rjch.h.h Warwicke,vihy haft thou withdrawne thy felfe? 
Thy noble facher in the thickeft throngs, 

Cride ftill iotWarwicke, his thrice valiant fonne, 

Vncill with thoufand fwords he was befet, 

And many wounds made in his aged breft, 

And as he tottring fate vpon his fteede,. 

He waft his hand to me, and cride aloud, 

Richard , commend me to my valiant fonne, 

And ftill he cride, Wanvicke rcuenge my death, 

And with thofe words he tumbled off his horfe. 

And fo the noble Salsbury gaue vp the ghoft. 

War . Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud, 
lie kill my horfe,becaufe I will not flie : 

And heere to God of heauen 1 make a vow, 

Neuer to paffc from forth this bloudy field. 
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Torke andLancalier. 

Till I am full rcuenged for his death. 

Edw.totdWarwicke,! do bend my knees with thine. 

And in that vow now ioyne my foule to thee. 

Thou fetter vp and puller downe of Kings, 

Vouchfafe a gentle victory to vs. 

Or let vs die before we lofe the day. 

George . Then let vs hafte to cheere the fouldiow harts. 

And call them pillars that will ftandtovs. 

And highly promife to remunerate 
Their trufty feruice,in thefe dangerous warres. 

Rich. Come, come aw ay, and ftandnot to debate, 

For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giuc me your hands,and let vs part 
And take our Icaues,vntill we meete againe. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuer wept, now melt in woe. 

To fee thefe dire miftiaps continue fo. 

Warwick, e, farewell. 

IF<ir.Away,away, once more fweet Lords farewell. 

Exeunt ortMt 

Alarmes,and then enter Richard at one doore , 
and Clifford at the other. 

Rich.fi Clifford , a Clifford. 

Clif.fi Richard ,a Richard. 

Rich . Now Clifford,for Yorke and young Rutlands death. 
This thirfty fword that longs to drinke thy bloud, 

Shall lop thy limbes,and flice thy curfed heart. 

For to reuenge the murders thou haft made.' 

£7/f,Now Richard , I am with thee heere alone. 

This is the hand that ftab’d thy father Torke, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland, 

And heere’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And cheeres thefe hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 

To execute the like vpon thy felfe. 

And fo haue at thee, 

M % Alarms 
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Alar met . They fight, and then enters Warwicke and re {cues 
Richard,ondthen exeunt omnes. 

larmes Flitt,and then enter Henry fains > 

Hen. Oh gracious God of hcauen looke downe on vs,, 
And fct fome endes tothefc inceflant griefcs. 

How like a maftlcfle (hip vpon the Teas, 

This wofull battaile doth continue ftill. 

Now leaning this way,now to that fidedriue. 

And none doth know to whom the day will fall.. 
OhjWould my death might ftay thefe ciuill iars f 
Would 1 had neuer raign*d,nor nere bene Kin®. 

Margaret and Clifford, chide me from the field* 

Swearing they had beft fucceflc when I was thence.. 
Would God that I were dead,fo all were well. 

Or would my crowne fuftice,I were content 
T o yeeld it them, and liue a priuate life. 

Enter a Soldiour with a dead man in hie armes, . 

Soul. Ill blowes the winde that profits no body,. 

This naan that I haue flaine in fight to day. 

May be poflcfled of fomc ftore of crowncs. 

And I will fearch to finde them if I can. 

But ftay ; methinkes it is my fathers face : 

Oh I,tis he whom I haue flaine in fight. 

From London was I preft out by the King, 

My father he came on the part of Torke, 

And in this conflitft I haue flaine my. father : 

Oh pardon God,I knew not what I did, 

And pardon father, for I knew thee not. 

Enter Another foldiour with a dead man, 
i.,SW,Lie there thou that foughtft with me fo ftoutly. 
Now let me fee what ftore of gold thou haft* 

$ut ftay.methinks this is no famous face: 

Ohno.itis my fonnc.that J haue flaine in fight. 



YorhoniLa matter. 

Oh monftrous times, begetting fuch cuents. 

How cruell,bloudy,and ironous. 

This deadly quarrel! daily doth beget. 

Poore boy, thy father gaue thee life too late. 

And hath bereau d thee of thy life too foone. 

King. Woe aboue woe,griefe more then common griefe, 
Whil’ft Lyons warreand battailefor their dens, 

Poore Lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths : 

The red Rofe and the white are on bis face. 

The fatall colours of our ftriuing houfes. 

Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourifh. 

For ifyou ftriue,ten thoufand Hues rnuft perifh. 

\.SoulMov/ will my mother for my fathers death. 

Take on with me,and nere be fatisfide ? 

z .Soul.Hovi will my wife for (laughter of my fonne. 

Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ? 

KingMovt will the people now mifdeeme their King, 

Oh would my death their mindes could iatisfie. 

I. Soul. Was euer fonne fo rude, his fathers blood to fpill i 
z.Soh/.W as euer father fo vnnaturall, his fonneto kill ? 
King. Was euer King thus greeued and vexed ftill > 
i .Sotil.Wc beare thee hence from this accurfed place. 

For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Exit with his father. 

i.Soul.l\e beare thee hence,and let them fight that w»U> 
For I haue murdered where 1 fhould not kill. 

Exit with his fonne. 

JCwg.Weepe wretched man, He lay thee teare for tearc, , 
Here fits a King, as woe begon as thee. 

jilarmetyOnd enter the Queene. 

Qugette.&'Nvy my Lord,to Barwicke prefently, , 

The day is loft,our friends are murdered; 

No hclpeisleft for vs^therefore away. 



Enter Prince Edward. 

Prince. Oh, father ftie,our men haue left the field, 

Mi, 
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Take horfc fweet father .letvs faue our felues. 

Enter Exeter. 



Exet.Kvivj my Lord,for vengeance comes along with him • 
Nay ft and not to expoftulate,make hafle. 

Or elfe comcafter,Ile away before. 

K.Hen.Nzy ftay good Exeter Jot lie along with thee. 

Enter Clifford wounded, with an Arrow 
inhisnteke.' 
ftiftf ecrc burnes my Candle out. 

That whilft it laftcd,gaue King Henry light. 

Ah Lancafter,I feare thine ouerthrow. 

More then my bodies parting from my foule. 

My loue and feare glude many friends to thee. 

And now I die, that tough commixture mejts. 

Impairing Hmy,ftrengchencd mifproud Torke, 

The common people fwarme like fummer flies. 

And whether flies the Gnats,but to the funne ?* 

And who fhines now,but Henries enemy-? 

Oh Phoebus, hadft thou neucr giuen confent. 

That Phaeton (bould checke thy fiery fteedes. 

Thy burning carre had neuer fcorcht the earth. 

And Henry , hadft thou liu’d as Kings (hould do, 

And as thy father and his father did, 

Giuing no foote vnto the houfe of Torkf, 

I and ten thoufandin this wofull Land, 

Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths, 

And thou this day hadft kept thy throne in peace. 

For what doth cherifh weeds,but gentle airc? 

And what makes robbers bold,but lenity ? 

Bootleffe are plaints,and curelefle are my wounds. 

No way to flic.no ftrength to hold oatflight. 

The foe is mercilefie and will not pitcy me. 

And at their hands I haue deferude no pitty. 

The ay re is got into my bleeding wounds. 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint. 

Come Torke and Richard,frarveick t e and the reft, 
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Torke and LancaBer. 

I ftab'd your fathers.now come Iplit my breaft. 

Enter Edward, Richard, Warwicke, and Souldiors . 
£dn\Thus farreour fortunes keepes anvpward 
Courfe,and we are grac’d with wreaths of vi&ory. 

Some troopes purfue the bloudy minded Queene, 

That now towards Barwict^ doth pofte amaine, 

But thinkeyou that Clifford is fled away with them ? 

ff^r.No.tis impoflible helbould efcape, 

Eor though before his face I fpeake the words, 

Your brother Richard markt him for the graue . 

And where fo ere he be,I warrant him dead, 

Clifford grones, and then dies. 

£^»v.Harke,what foule is this that takes his heauy lcaue ? 
Rich. A. deadly grone,like life and deaths departure. 

Sdw. See who it is,and now the battailes ended. 

Friend or foe,let him be friendly vfed. 

£ic6,Reuerfc that doomc of mercy ,for tis Clifford, 

Who kild our tender brother Rutland, 

And ftab’d our Princely father, Duke of Torke . 

IPar. From off the gates of Torke fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers Head which Clifford placed there s 
Inftcad of that,let his fupply the roomc. 

Mcafureformeafure mult be anfwercd. 

£d».Bring forth that fatall Scritchowle to our houfe. 

That nothing lung to vs but bloud and death , 

Now his euill boding tongue no more fhall fpeake. 

War. I thinke his vnderftanding is bereft. 

Say Clifford,doft thou know who fpcakes to thee ? 

Darke cloudy death orc-lhades his bcames of life, 

And he nor fees nor heares vs what we fay. 

Rich . Oh would he did,and fo perhaps he doth. 

And tis his pollicy that in. the time of death, 

Hemi ght auoid fuch bitter ftermes as he 
In his houre of death did giue vnto our father* 
<?r«r^.Richard,if thouthinkeft fo,vex him with eager words 
•£>c&.Clifford,aske mercy andobtaine.no grace. 

Saw-. 
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Edw. Clifford, repent in bootlefle penitence. 
ft' *>\Clifford,deuife excufes for thy fault. 

George .Whil’ft we deuife fell tortures for thy fn»|^ 
.foeA.Thou pittiedft Torkg y znd lam fonne to Yerke. 
f^w.Thou pittiedft Rutland, and I will pitty thee. 

George, Where’s captaine Margaret to fenceyou now? 
War , They mocke thee Clifford , fweare as thou waft wont, 
EJch. What, not an oath f Nay then 1 know hces dead : 

Tis hard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 

By this 1 know hee's dead,and by my foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 

( That I in all contempt might raile at him) 

Ide cut it off, and with the ifluing bloud. 

Stifle the villainc,whofe inftanchcd thirft. 

Tor keznd young Rutland could not fatisfie. 

fT' <o*.I,buthe is dead, off with the traitors head. 

And reare it in the place your fathers ftands. 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

There to be crowned Englands lawfull King. 

From thence (hall W'arwicke crofle the fcas to France, 

And aske the Lady Bona for thy Queene. 

So (halt thou Anew both thefe landes together. 

And hauing France thy friend,thou needs not dread 
The fcattered foe that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly fting to hurt. 

Yet looke to haue them bufle to offeud thine eares. 

Firft,lle fee the Coronation done. 

And afterward lie crofle the feas to France, 

To effett this marriage,if itpleafe my Lord. 

Edw. Euen as thou wilt good fVarwicke let it be. 

But firft before we go e,£eorge kneclc downe. 

We here create thee Duke of Clarence , 

And girt thee with the fword. 

Our younger brother RichardjDuke of Glofier. 

Warwick? as my felfe fliall do and vndo as lumfclfepleafethbeft 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofier, 

For Glofiert Dukedpme is too ominous. 



of Yorhe and Lancafter. 

l^r.Tuflj, that’s achildifh obferuation. v 

Richard, be Duke of Glofier : Now to London, 

To fee thefe honours in poffeflion. Exeunt omnes 

Enter two Keepers with Bow and esfrrowes. 

Keeper .Come,lets take our ftands vpon this hill, 

And by and by the Deere will come this way. 

But ftay,heere comes a man, lets liften him a while. 

Enter King Henry dijguified. 

Hcn.Vtom Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure iouc, ’ 

And thus difguifde to greete my natiue Land, 

No Henry, no,it is no land of thine. 

No bending knee will call thee Cafirsiayt, 

No humble futers fucs to thee for right. 

For how canft thou helpe them, and not thy felfe ? 

Keeper. I marry fir,heere’s a Decre,his skinne is a 

Keepers fee.Sirra ftand ciofe, for as I thinke. 

This is the King, King Edward hath depofde. 

Hen. My Queene and Sonne, poore foules are gone to Fronce, 
And as I heare,the great commanding W'arwicke, 

To intreate a marriage with the Lzdy Bona. 

If this be true, poore Queene and Somre, 

Your labour is buc fpent in vaine. 

For Lewis is a Prince foone won with words. 

And IT'. arwicke is a fubtle Oratour. 

He laughes, and laics his Edward is inftalde. 

She vvccpes.anci faiesher Henry isdepofdc. 

He on his right hand asking a wife for Edward, 

She on his left fide, craning zidefar Henry. 

Keeper, What art thou that taikesof Kings and Queens ? 

Hen. More then 1 feeme,for lefle l fhould not be. 

A men at leaft,ahd morel cannot be, ( y , y 

And men may talkc of Kings, and whynoti ? 

Keeper A ,butthou talkes,as ifthou werra King thy felfe. 

Hen. Why fo I am in minde,though not in fhew? 
eeper. And if thou be a King, where is thyCrbvvne ? 

N Henry. 
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Hw.My Crowne is in my heart, not on my head. 

My crowne is cald Content,acrowncthat 
Kings do fildomc times cnioy. 

Keeper. And if thoifbe a King crownd with content* 
Your crowne content and you.muftbe content 
To go with v J vnto the Officer.for as we thinke, „ 

You are our quondam King, King£«fow*dhath depofde. 
And therefore we charge you* in Gods name and the Kings, 
To go along with vs vnto the Officers. 

Hen.GoAi name be fulfild,your Kings name be 
Obey dc, and be you kings, command and ile obey. 

Exeunt omnes 



Enter King Edward, Florence, and Glofter, MZntague, 
Haft ings , and the Lady Grey* 

A.E^w’. Brothers of Clarence, nodi of Glofier r 
This Ladies husband here.Sir Richard (jrey. 

At the battaile of S^Alhones did lofe his life. 

His lands then were feiz’d on by the conqueror. 

Her fute is now to repoffeffe thofe lands. 

And fith in quarrell of the houfe of Torky, 

The noble gentleman did lofe his life. 

In honour we cannot denic her lute* > 

(j/o.Your highneffe fhall do well to grant it them. 
K.EdwAfto I willjbut yet Ile make a paufe. 

G/e.I,is the winde in that doore ? 

Clarence. I fee the Lady hath fome thing to grant. 

Before the King will grant her humble fate. 

Gig . He knowes the gamc,how well he keepes the wind. 
K.£<fo\ Widow,come fome other time to know our mind. 
La-.Hsy itpleafe yourGrace,I cannot brooke delaies, 

I befcech your highneffe to difpatch me now. 

K.Sd. Lords giue vs leaue, we meane to try this widowes 
Qa\, good leauehaueyou. 

Glo. For you will haue leaue,till youth take leaue, 

And leaue you to your crouch. , , . 

K.Ed.Qomz hither wido w,ho w many children hanthou- 




of Torke and Lancafier. 

£ta.\ thinke he meanes to beg a childe on her. 

G/o.Nay whip me tben,hee’l rather giue her two. 

La. Three, my moll gracious Lord. 

Gh. You fhall haue foure if you will be rulde by him. 

K.Ed. Wer’t not pitty they fhould lofe their fathers lands ? 
Z^.3e pittifull then dread Lord,and grant it them. 
K.Sdw.We tell thee how thefe lands are to be got. 

La. So fhall you binde me to your highneffe feruice, 

£.£<&»>. What feruice wilt thou do me, if I grant it them? 
La.Enm what your highneffe IhaH command. 

9^-Nay then widow Ile warrant you allyour 
Husbands lands, if you grant to do what he 
Commands.Fight clofc,or in good faith 
You catch a clap. 

Cla. Nay I feare her not vnleffe fhe fall. 

Glo. Marry godsforbot man,for hee’l take vantage then. 

Z 4 . Why flops my Lord,ffiall I not know my taske i 
K.Sdw. Aneafie taske, tis but to loue a Kin<v 
£*». That’s looneperformd,becaufe I am a flibiedt. 

K.Ed. Why then thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. 

La. I take my leaue wi th many thoufand thanks. 

Cla.Jhe match is made.fhe feales it with a curtfie. 

K.Sdw. Stay widdow flay, what loue doft thou thinke 
iluefomuch to get? 

LaM y humble feruice, fuch asfubieas owes, and thelawes 
commands. 

JGfdB-.No by my rroth,I meant no fuch loue 
But to tell thee the troth,I aimc to lie with thee. ’ 

P 1 ?'^ m y Lord >I had rather lie in prifon. 
K.EdfA hy then thou cantt not get thy husbands lands. 
£».Then mine honefty (ball be my dower. 

For by that Ioffe I will not purchafe them. 

K.Sdw . Herein thou wrongft thy children mightily. 
^.Herein your highneffe wrongs both them and 
Me, but mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Agrees not with the fadneffe of my fute. 
ea e it your highneffe to difmifie me,cithcr with I or no. 

N z K.Sdw* 
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K.Edv. I, if thou fay I to my rcqucft, 

No,if thou fay no to my demand. 

Lady . Then no my Lord.my fute is at an end. 

Glo . The widdow likes him not, (he bends the brow. 

CU. Why he is the blunted wooer in Chriftendome. 
^j^K.Edv. Her lookes are all replcate with maiefty, 

1 'Ofte way or other the is for a King, 

And fhe (hall be my loue or clfe my Queene. 

Say that King Edward toobe thee for his Qpecne. 

Lady.Txs better faid then done, my gracious Lord, 

I am a fubieft fit to ieft withall. 

But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

King Edw. Svjcete widdow, by my ftate I fweare,I fpeake 
No more then what my heart intends. 

And that is to enioy thee for my Loue. 

Lady, And that is more then I will yecld vnto, 

I know I am too bad to be your Queene, 

And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

K.Mv.Youcauitl widdow,! did meane my Queene. 
Z,<j.Your grace would be loath my fons (hold call you father 
K.Edv.No more then when my daughters call thee mother. 
Thou art a widdow,and thou haft fome children, 

And by Gods mother , I being but a batchcllor, 

Haue other fome. Why tis a happy thing 
To be the Father of many children. 

A-r°ue no morc,for thou (halt be my Queene. 

Clo. The ghoftly father now hath done his fhrift. 

Qa. When he was made a fhriuer/twas for (hrft. 
iC.£dw'.Bfbthers ) you mufe what talke the widdow 
And Ihaue had,you would thinke itftrange 
If 1 fhould marry her. 

C/4. Marry her my Lord,to whom i 

jt.£dw>. Why- Claretde tom-y felfe. X f ' a 

C/o.That would be ten dayes wonder at the leaf*. 

Cla. Why that’s a day longer then a wonder lafts. 

Glo. And fo much more are the wonders tn extremes. 

onbrothers,! cantellyou,her 



n, r Manet Glofter ,and fteakes. . 

i«7 m f ^ WllJ V ^ C womcn honorably 
Would he were wafted, marrowbones and all. 
That from hisloynes no ifltte might fucceed 

To h n dcr mc f golden r . mc T |ooke > 

£or lam not yet lookron in the world. 

Frrft is there Edtvard, Clarence, and Henry, 

And h,s fonne,and all they looke for iftire * 

Of their Joy ties, ere I can plant my felfe. 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe, 

thcrc in the world beftde ? 

a ju? C a< l , r/ bo£, y * n § a y or naments, 

And lull my felfe within a Ladies Ian 

Oh moh!? fWCCt Ladi ? S W j th m 7 wo>rds and ^obes, 
Oh monftrous man, to harbour fuch a thought » 

Why ^ucd.d (cornemc in my mothers wombe. 

J d f°. r 1 foouJd not deale in her affaires, 

a ” 4 i C ,° rrU P t frai,e natl,rc in the flefh 
Aitd plac’d an enuious mountaine on my’backe. 
Where fits deformity to mocke my body 

To mil" 1 " 1 ' f rmC 7 ,ikc 3 wither " d fhnmpe. 

To make my legs of an vnequall fize. 

And am I then a man to be belou’d? 

TurT T/ 0 com P afl ' e twenty crownes. 

I eL; mfm,k ’ 7 d mUrder whert 1 fmile, 

N 




. . fforke and Lane tiler.. 

Sute is granted for her husbands lands. 

rrk Enter a Afeffimger. 

Mejf. And it pleafe your grace, Henry your foe is 

e £\ and brou g htas pn(oncr to your Pallace gates. 
K.Edw. Away with him,and fend him to the Tower 
And lets go queftion with the man abont 
His ap p rehenfion .Lords aIong,and vfe 
I hi s Lady honourably- # 

* cxemt ornnes* 
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And for a need change fhapes with Prothetu , 

And fet the afpiring Catalin to fchoole. 

Can I do this,and cannot get theCrowne? 

Tufa, were it ten times higher, lie pullitdowne. 




Exit. 



Enter King Lew is, and. the Lady Bena, Queene Margaret , Prince 
Edward, and Oxford, with others. 

Lewis. Welcome Queene Margaret, to the Court of France, 
It fits not Lewis to fit while thou doft ftand, 

Sit by my fide, and hecre I vow to thee. 

Thou faalthaue aide to repoffefie thy right, 
and bcate proud Edward from his vfurped fcate, 
and place King Henry in his former rule. 

Queen.l humbly thanke your royall Maiefty, 

And pray the God of heauen to blefle thy ftate, 

Great King of France, that thus regards our wrongs. 

Enter Warwtche. 
leww.HownoWjWho is this ? 

Queen. Our Earle of Warwicke, Edwards cheefcft friend. 
Lewis. Welcome braue Warwicke, what brings thee to Prance) 
U^ar . From worthy Edward, King of England, 

My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindnefle and vnfained loue, 

Firft to do greetings to thy royall perfon. 

And then to craue a league of amity, 

Andlaftlytoconfirme that amity 
With nuptiall knor,if thou vouchfafe to grant 
* That vertuous Lady Bona thy faire fitter. 

To Englands King in lavvfull marriage. 

Qis. And if this go forward,all our hope is done. 

War. And gracious Madame, in our Kings behalfe, 

I am commanded with your loue and; fauour. 

Humbly to kiflc your hand.and with my tongue, 

T o tell the pattions of my Soueraignes heart, . 

Where fame late entring at his heedfull eares. 

Hath plac’d thy glorious image and thy vertucs. 



n v . r and Lancafter. 

QueeneXmg Lewis and Lady Bona heare . i 

Befor e yona,,rwcrcW a rwick e OTh«word s fp 

Far he ,t,s hath done « all thefe „„„„ ’ 

W?r./nmrious Margaret . 6 

Prince Edw. And why not Queene ? 

®nd a-ter this wife Prince Henry thefift, 

•psstsissasr' 

All that Henry the fift had gotten. 

mo )"*«».»% time 
o5 Whv w Pt '° n ?’ a worth. 

and bewray thy treafona whh a blti ? P ’ 

3SF 

Nowa ? 8 % d ‘ d ^ 

No Wamscfano, whil’ft fife vp hoids thisarme 

the . houfe ° f 

<*r . And I the houfe of Yorks- 
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Till Ido talke a word with W#\vkk$. 

Now irarwicke,e ucn vpon thy houor teilme true j 
Is Edward lawftill King, or no ? 

Fori were loath to linkc with him,that is not lawfullheire, 

War, Thereon I pawne mine honour and my creditc. 
Lw».VVhat,is he gracious in the peoples eyes ? 

IPar. The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 

Lewis. What, is his loue to our Sifter Bona} 

Wjr.Such it feemes, 

As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe. 

My felfe haue often heard him fay and fweare, 

Thatthishis loue was an eternall plant, 

The voote whereof was fixt in vertues ground. 

The leaues and fruite maintain’d with beauties fuune. 

Exempt from enuy,but not from difdaine, 

Vnlefle the Lady 'Bona quit his paine. 

Lew.Then filler let vs heare your firmc refoluc. 

Bona. Your grant or deniall (hall be mine. 

But ere this day 1 muft confeffe,when I 
Haue heard your Kings deferts recounted, 

Mine earcs haue tempted iudgementto defire. 

Lw.Then draw necre Queene LMargaret, and be a witndle, 
That ’Bona (ball be wife to the Englifh King. 

Prince Edw . To Edward , but not the Eighth King. 

War. Henry now Hues in Scotland at his eafe, 

VVhere hauing nothing,nothing canhelofe, 

And as for you your {eWc,x*itta}uondam Queene, 

You haue a father able to maintaine your ttatc. 

And better ’twere to trouble him then France. 

Sound for a Pofie within. 

Lewis. Heere cofiaes fome Pofte warwlcke.io thet or vs. 
PofteMy Lord ambaflador.this Letter is foryou. 

Sent from your brother, Marquellc Montague. 

This from our King, vntoyourMaiefty. 

And thefe to you Madam, from whom Ik now mot. _ 
Oxf.l like it well,that our faire Queene and Miltrcil , 



torke and Lane aider. 

Smiles at her newes, when IP’arwicke frets at his. 

P.Ed. And marke how Lewis ftampes as he were netted. 
Lew. Now ^Margaret & Warwicke, what are your newes ? 
Queen. Mine is iuch, as fils my heart with ioy. 

War. Mine, full of forrow and hearts difeontent. 

Lew. What, hath your King married the Lady Gray. 

And now to excufe himfelfe, (ends vs a pofte of papers ? 

How dares he prefume to vfe vs thus ? 

Qu. This prooueth Edwards loue, and IP'arwickes honefty. 
tyar. King Lewis, I heere proteft in fight of heauen, 

And by the hope I haue of heauenly blifle. 

That I am cleere from this mifdeed of Ed wards. 

No more my King, for he difhonors me. 

And mod himfelfe, if he could lee his fhamc. 

Did I forget, that by the houfe of Yorke, 

My father came to an vntimely death ? 

Did I let pafle the abule done to thy Neece i' t 
Did I impale him with the Regall Crownc ? 

And thruft King Henry from his natiuehome? 

And (moll vngratefull) doth he vfe me thus ? 

My gracious Queene, pardon what is paft. 

And henceforth I am thy true feruitor : 

I will reuenge the wrongs done to Lady Bona 
And replant Henry in his former date. 

Q/f es Warwick, \le quite forget thy former faults. 

If now thou wilt become King Henries ( riend. 

War. So much his friend, I his vnfained friend. 

That \iK\n° Lewis vouchfafe to furnifh vs 
With fome few bands of chofen foldiers, 
lie vndertake to land them on our coaft. 

And force the Tyrant from his fcate by warre, 

Tis not his new made bride (hall fuccour him. 

Lew. Then at the laft I firmly am refolu’d 
You (hah haue aide : and Englifh meflenger, returne 
In port, and tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him, and his new bride, 

O Tom. 
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"Bom . Tell him in hope hee’l be a widdower fhortly, 
lie weare the willow garland for his fake, 

^»<?<r«e.Tell him my mourning weeds be hide afide. 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

War . Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore lie vncrowne him er’t be long. 

There’s thy reward.be gone. £ X j t j^ e r 

Lewis 3\xz now tell me Www«:<£,what aflurance 
1 {ball haue of thy true loyalty ? 

War. This {hall affure my conftant loyalty, 

If that our Quecne and this young Prince agree, 
lie ioyne mine eldeft daughter and my ioy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlocke bands. 

gtseene. With all my hart, that match I like full well, 

Loue her fonne Edwa lidfae is faire and young. 

And giue thy hand to Warwicks for thy loue. 

Lewis . It is enough,and now we willprepare, 

T o leuie foldiors for to goe with you. 

And you Lord Bourbon , our higbAdmirall, 

Shall waft themfafcly to theEnglifh coaft. 

And chafe proud Edward bom his flumbring trance, 

For mocking marriage with the name of France. 

War A came from Edward as Embaflador, 

But I returne his fworne and mortal! foe : 

Matter of marriage-was the charge he gaue me. 

But dreadfull warre (ball anfwerc his demand. 

Had he none elfe to make a ftale but me f 
Then none but I {hall turne his ieft to forrow. 

I was the cheefe that raifde him to the Crowne, 

And He be cheefe to bring him downc againe. 

Not that I pitty Henries mifery. 

But feeke reuenge on Edwards mockery. Exit. 

Enter King 'Edward, the Queene , Clarence , Glofier , tMontagtu, 
Haftings, and Penbroohe, with foldiors. 




£<{»-. Brothers of Clarence, and of Gloftcr, 
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Yorke and Lancaster. 

What thinke you of our marriage with the Lady Grey > 

(la.My Lord, we thinke as Warwtcke and Lewis 
That are fo flacke in iudgcment,that they will take 
No offence at this fudden marriage. 

£d»'.Suppofe they do, they arc but Lewis and Warwicks, 

And I am both your King and Warwicks. 

And will be obeyed. 

Glo. And {hall,becaufe our King.but yet fuch 
Sudden marriages fildomeproueth well. 

Edw.Yez brother Richard, arc you againft vs too ? 

Glo . Not I my I,ord,no,God forefend, that I 
Should once gainfay your highneffe pleafure, 

I, and twere pitty to funder them that yoke fo well together. 

Sdw. Setting your skornes and your diflikes afide. 

Shew me fome reafons why the Lady Grey , 

May not be my Loue, and Englands Qijeene ? 

Speake freely florence, Glocefter, 

Montague , and Haftings. 

ClaMy Lord,then this is mine opinion. 

That Warwicks being difhonored in his Embaflage, 

Doth feeke reuenge to quit his iniuries. 

Glo . And Lewis in regard of his lifters wrongs. 

Doth ioyne with Warwicke to fupplant your ftate. 

fW.Suppofe that Lewis and Warwicke be appeafde. 

By fuch meanes as I can beft deuife. 

cJWowf.Bur yet to haue ioynd with France in this 
Alliance, would more haue ftrengthened this our 
Common-wealth, gainft forraine ftormes. 

Then any home -bred marriage. 

Haft. Let England be true within it felfc. 

We need not France, nor any alliance with them. 

Cla . For this one fpecch,Lord Haftings well deferues. 

To haue the daughter and heyre of the Lord Hungerford. 

Edw. And what then ? it was our will it fhould be fo, 

C4t.I,and for fuch a thing too the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your hands, to haue the 
Dau ghtcr of the Lord B onfield, and left your 

O 2 Brother 
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Brothers to go feeke elfc-where, but in vour madnefic 
You bury brother-hood. 

Edtv. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male-content. 

Why man be of good cheere,Ileprouidethee one. 

C/a. Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for your felfe, 

That ye fhall giue me leaue to make my choife 
As I thinke good : and to that intent 
I fhortly meane to leaue you. 

Sdw. Leaue mc,or tarry, 1 am full refolu’d, 

Edward will not be ty’d to his brothers willes. 

Jiht. My Lords, do me but right. 

And you muft confefTe, before it pleafd hishighnefle 
T o aduanc^my ftatc to Title of a Queen'e 
That I was not ignoble from my birth. ’ 

£dw. Forbeare my Loue to fawnc vpon their frownes 
For thee they muft obey, nay fhall obey, 

And if they lookc for fauour at my hands. 

Mont. My Lord, here is the Meffenger return’d from France. 

Enter Meffenger. 

Ed. Now firra,what letters i Or what newes ? 

Mef.tio Letters my Lord, 

And fuch Newes, as without your highnefle pardon 
I darenot relate. 

We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canft) tell me, 

V\ hat faide Lewis to our Letters ? 

• (Jlbef. At my departure thefe were his very wordes. 

Go tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him, and his new bride. 

Ed, Is Lewis lo braue e Belike, he thinkes me Henry. 

But what fayde Lady 'Bona to thefe wrongs ? 

Lfldef. Tell him, quoth fhe, in hope heel proue a widdower 
Shortly, lie weare a willow Garland for his fake. 

Ed. She had the wrong. 

Indeed fhe could fay little lc(Te. But what faid Henries Qpcene, 

For 



Torke and Lancaster. 

For as I heare, fhe was then in place ? 

Mef.TcU. him quoth fhe, my mourning weeds be done, 
And I am ready to put armour on, 

Ed. Then belike fhe meanes to play the Amazon. 

But what faide tVarwicke to thefe iniuries t 
Mef. He more incenfed then the reft my Lord, 

Tell him quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, , 

And therefore He vnerownehim er’t be long. 

Ed. Ha, durft theTraitor breath out fuch proud words? 

But I will arme me to preuent the worft. 

But what is Warw'tcke friends with Margaret ? 

■ Mef.\ my good Lord,they are fo linkt in friendfhip, 

That young Prince Edward marries W'arwickes daughter. 

Cla. The elder, belike (flarence fhall haue the yonger. 

All you that loue me and ITarwicky follow me. 

Exit (flarence and Somerfet. 
Ed. Clarence and Somerfet fled to ll {r arivtcke , 

What fay you brother Hichard , will you ftand to vs ? 

Cjlo. I my Lord, in defpight ofall that fhall withftand you. 
For why hath Nature made me halt downe right, 

But that 1 fhould be valiant and ftand to it : 

For if I would, I cannot runne away, 

Sdw. Penbrooke, go raife an army prefently, 

Pitch vp my Tent ; for in the field this night 
I meane to reft, and on the morrow morne, 
lie march to meetc proud Warwicke,z re he land 
Thofe ftragling troopcs which he hath got in France. 

But ere I go, Montague and Ha flings , 

You aboue all the reft arc neere allyed 
In blood to Warveicke ; therefore tell me, 

If you fauour him more then me, or not. 

Speake truly, for I had rather haue you open enem ies , 

Then hollow friends. 

Trlont. So God helpe Montague , as he proues true. 

Hafl. And Haftings, as he fauour s Edwards caufe, 

Edw, It fhall fufhee, Come then let’s march away. 

Exeunt omnes 
0 3 Enter 
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Enter Warwicke and Oxford with Soldiors , 

War. Truft me my Lords,all hitherto goes well, 

The common people by numbers fwarme to vs, 

But fee where Somerfet and Clarence comes, 

Speake fuddenly my Lords,are we ail friends ? 

Cla. Feare not that my Lord. 

War, Then gentle C/*r<we, welcome ynto Warwicke, 

And welcome Somerfet ,1 hold it cowardife. 

To reft miftruftfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in figne of loue, 

Elfc might I thinkc thztClarence,Edwards brother. 

Were but a fained friend to our proceedings. 

But welcome fweet Clarence, my daughter ftiall be thine. 
And now what refts but in nights couerture. 

Thy brother being carlefly encampt. 

His foldiors lurking in the tovvne about. 

And but attended by a fimple guard. 

We may furprize and take him at our pleafure. 

Our fcouts haue found the aduenture very eafie. 

Then cry king Henry with refolued mindes. 

And breake we prefently into his Tent. 

Cla. Why then lets on our way in filent fort. 

For Warwicke and his friends, God and S.George. 

Wsr.This is his tent,and fee where his guard doth ftand, 
Courage my fouldiers, now or neuer, 

But follow me now,and Edward fhall be ours. 

All. A Warwicke, a Warwicke. 

Alarmes,and Cjlofier and Hafiings flies. 

Oxf . Who goes there ? 

War. Richard and Hafiings, let them go,heere is the Duke. 

Edw. The Duke,why Warwick f when weparted 
Laft,thou calledft me King. 

War, I, but the cafe is altrcd now. 

When you difgrac’ft me in my Embaflage, 

Then I difgrac’ft you from being King, 
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Torke and LancaBer. 

And now am come to create you Duke of Torke , 

Alaffe,how ftiould you gouerne any kingdome, 
jhat knowes not how to vfe Embaffadors, 

Nor how to vfe your brothers brotherly. 

Nor how to fhroud your felfe from enemies. 

Edw. Well Warwicke, let fortune do her worft, 

Edward in minde will beare himfelfe a King. 

War.Then for his minde, be Edward Englands King, 

But Henry now (hall weare the Englilla Growrre; 

Go conuay him to our brother Archbifliop of Torke, 

And when I haue fought with penbrokg and his followers, 
lie come and tell tbee what the Lady Bona faics. 

And fo for a while farwell good Duke of Torke. 

Exit fome with Edward . 

£7d.Whatfollowes now ? all hitherto goes well. 

But we muft difpatch fome letters into France, 

To tell the Queene of our happy fortune. 

And bid her come with fpecd to ioyne with vs. 

War. I that’s the firft thing that we haue to do. 

And free King Henry from imprifonment. 

And fee him feated in his Regall Throne. 

Come lets hafte away, and hauing paft thefe cares, 

lie pofte to Torke, fee how Edward fares. Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Glofler ,H aft mgs ,and Sir William Stanley. 

<y7a. Lord Hafiings , Sir William Stanly, 

Know that the caufe I fent for you is this, 

Ilooke my brother with a {lender traine. 

Should come a hunting in this Forreft heere. 

The Bifhop of Torke befriends himmuch. 

And lets him vfe his pleafure in the chafe, 

Nowl haue priuily fent him word. 

How I am come with you to rcfcuchim, 
and fee where the huntfman and he doth come. 



Enter Edward and a Huntfman. 
Hunt ft his way my Lord the Deere is gone. 



Sdm. 
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Edw. No this way huntfman, 

See where the Keepers ftatid. Now brother and the reft 
What, are you prouided to depart? * 

Glo. 1, 1, the horfe ftands at the Parke corner • 

Come to Lin, and fo take (hipping into Flanders : 

Ed. Come then. Haflings and Stanley, 

I will requite your loues. By (hop farewell, 

Sheeld thee from UX 'arwickfs frovvne. 

And pray that I may repofl*e(Te the Crowne. 

Now huntfman,what will you do i 

Huntf. Marry my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go with you, as tarry heere to be ’nangd. 

£dw ‘ Come thcn !ets a way with fpecd. Exeunt mm 

Enter the Qngene,and the Lord Riuers. 

Riuers. Tell me good Madame, 

Why is yourGrace fo paftionate oflate ? 

Qu. Why brother Riuers, heare ye not the newes 
Of that fuccefle King Edward had oflate ? 

Riuers. What ? lofle offome pitcht battaile again RlPamck. 
Tiuh, feare not faire Qyeene, but caft thofe cares aftde. 

King Edwards noble minde, his honours doth difplay ; 

And_ Warwicke may lofe, though then he got the day. 

Qu. Ifchat were all, my greefes were at an end, 

But greater troubles will 1 feare befall. 

Ei. What, is he taken prifoner by rhe foe, 

To the danger ofhis royall perfon then ? * 

Jfueen. I ther s my greefe,King Edward is furpriz’d. 

And led away as prifoner vnto Yorkc. 

j?/*.The newes is pafting {(range I muft confcfle; 

Jet comfort your felfe, for Edward hath more friends, 

Then Lancafter at this time muft perccyue. 

That fome will fet him in his Throne againe. 

Qu, God grant they may ; but gentle brother come. 

And let me leane vpon thine prme awhile, 

Vntill I come vnto the Saniifuary, 

There to prefeme the fruite Within my wombe. 

King 



of Torke and La nc after. 

King Edwards feed,true heire to Englands crowne. Exit. 

Enter Edward and Richard , and Hafiings, with a 
troopeof Hollanders. 

Adjv.Thus far from Belgia haue we paft the feas, 

And marcht from Raunfpur hauen vnto Torke : 

But foft the gates are fhut, I like notthis. 

Rich, Soma vp the drum, and call them to the wals. 

Enter the Lord Afaier of Torke, vpon the wals. 

Mater. My Lords we had notice of your comming, 

And that’s the cache we ftand vpon our guard, 

And fhut the gates for to preferue the T ownc. 

Henry now is king,and we are fwornc to him. 

Edw. Why my Lord Maior, if Henry be your king, 

Edward I am fyre at leaft,is Duke of Torke. 

Maior. Truth my Lord, we know you for no lefle* 

Edw. I craue nothing but my Dukcdome. 

Rich. But when theFoxe hath gotten in his head, 

Hee’l quickly make the body follow after* 

Haft. Why my Lord Maior, what ftand you vpon points f 
Open the gates, we are king Henries friends* 

Maior. Say you fo,then lie open them prefently. 

Exit Maior. 

Etch. By my faith, a wife ftout captaine,and fooneperfwaded 

The \JMaior opens the door e, and brings the keies in his hand. 
Edw. So my Lord Maior,thefe gates muft not be (hut. 

But in the time of warre,giue me the keyes : 

What, feare not man,for Edward will defend 
The towne and you, defpight of all your foes. 

Enter Sir lohn Mount gomery , with drum andfoldiors. 

How now Richard, who is this ? 

Brother, this is Sir lohn Montgommery , 

A truftie friend,vnleffc I be deceiude. 

Edw .Welcome Sir lohn. Wherefore come you in armes i 

P Sir 
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Strlobn.T o helpe King Edward in this timeofftormes 
As cuery loyall fubie& ought to do. * 

Edrv . Thankes braue Montgomery, 

But I ouely claime my Dukedome, 

Vntill it plcafc God ro fend the reft. 

Sir Ioion . Tnen fare you well. Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
March a way, I came to ferut a King, and not a Duke, 

Edw.H^y ftay fir Iobn , and let vs firft debate, 

With whac fecurity we may do this thin<r. 

Sir Iobn . What ftand you on dcbiting^to bebriefe. 

Except you prefently proclaime your felfe our King, 

lie hence againe,and kecpe them backc 

That come to fuccour you,why ftiould we fight. 

When you pretend no title ? 

Rich. Fie brother,ftand you vpon tearmes ? 

Refolue your felfe,and let vs claime the crowne. 

Sdvr . I am refolude once more to claime the crowne, 

And win it too, or clfe to Iofemy life. 

Sir Iobn. I, now my Soueraigne fpcaketh himfelfe. 

And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

Sound Trumpets.for £<&»Wfliall be prodaimd. 

Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king of England and 
France, and Lord of Ireland; and wholoeuer gainfaies Kin 
Edwards right, by this I challenge him to finglc fight. Lon 
liuc Edward the fourth. 
ulll.L ong liue Edward the fourth. 

Earn . We tbanke you all. Lord Maiorleadc on the way,. 

For this night wce’l harbour here in Torke, 

And then as early as the morning funne, 

Lifts vp his beames aboue this horifon, 

Wee’l march to London,to meete with Warwick*, 

And pull falfc Henry from the Rcgall throne. 

Exeunt omnes. 



Enter Warwicke and Clarence with the Crowne, and then 
King Henry , Oxford, Somerfet,and the 
young Earle of Richmond, 



■King, 



bo tb 




of Tor ke and Lancajler . 

]t<«fr.Thus from the prifon to this princely feate 
By Gods great mercies am I brought againe. 

Clarence and Warwicks, do you keepe the crowne. 

And gouerne and proteft my Realme in peace. 

And I will fpend the remnant of my daies. 

To finnesrebuke,and my Creators praife. 

War. What anfweres Clarence to his Soueraigncs will i 
C/rf.Clarence agrees to what king Henry likes. 

King JMy Lord of Somerfet.what pretty boy 
Is that you feeme to be fo carefull of r 

Som . If it pleafe your grace, it is young Henry, 

Earle of Richmond. 

King. Henry of Richmond , Come hither pretty Lad. 

If heauenly powers do aime aright 
To my diuining thoughts,thou pretty boy, 

Shalt proue this Countries blifie. 

Thy head is made to weare a princely crowne. 

Thy lookes are all repleate with Maiefty, 

Make much of him my Lords, 

For this is he Ihall helpe you more, - 
Then you are hurt by me. 

Enter one with a Letter to warwicke , 

W'ar. What counfcll Lords, Edward from Betgia , 

With haftie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 

Is paft in fafety through the narrow feas. 

And with his troopes do march amaine towards London, 
And many giddy headed people follow him, 

Oxf.Tis beft to looke to this betimes, 

For if this fire do kindle any further, 

It will be hard for vs to quench it out. 

War. In Warwi?kfhirc I haue truehearted friends. 

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in warre. 

Them will I mufter v p,and thon fonne flarence, 

Shalt in Effex,Suffolkc,Norfolke,and in Kent, 

Stir vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
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And thou brother Montague, in Leifterfhire, 

Buckingham and Northamptonfhire finale finde. 

Men well inclindc to do what thou commands. 

And thou braue Oxford, woiidrous well belou’d, 

Shalt in thy Countries, mufter vp thy friends. 

My Soueraigne with his louing Cittizens, 

Shall reft in London till we come to him, 

Faire Lords take leaue;and ftand not to reply. 

Farewell my Soueraigne. 

Awjr.Farwell my Hettor , my Trines true hope, 

W^r.Farwel fwcct Lords,lcts meete at Couentry. 
^//.Agreed. Exeunt omnes 

Enter Edward and bis tram. 

Edw. Seize on the fliamcfac’ft Henry , 

And once againe conucy him to the Tower, 

Away with him,I will not hearc him fpeakc. 

And now to wards. Couentry let vs bend our courfe. 

To meete with warmest and his confederates. 

Exeunt omnes, 

£ nter Warwicke on tbewals. 

War.W here is the pofte that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How farre hence is thy Lord,my honeft fellow ? 

Oxf. pofte. By this at Daintry marching hitherward. 
lE’ar. Where is our brother Montague} 

Where is the Pofte that came from Montague ? 

Pofte.] left him at Donfmore with his troopes. 

War. lay Summer f eld,' where is my louing fonne ? 

And by thy guefle.how farre is Clarence hence ? 

Summer. A t Soutbam my Lord I left him with 
His force, and do expedt him two houres hence. 

War.Thcn Oxford is at hand,l hearc his Drum. 

Enter Edward and bis power. 

Glo. See brother, where the futlic Warwicke mans the wall. 

' War. O vnbid fpight,is fpotfull Edward comet 
Where flept our fcouts,or how are they feduc’d. 



of Yorke and Lancaster. 

That we could haue no newes of their repaire ? 

Edw.Now Warwicke, in iltthou be forry for thy faults 
And call Edward king, and he will pardon thee. 

War . Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe : 

Confeffe who fet thee vp and puld thee downe. 

Call Warwicke Patron, and be peni tent ? 

And thou (halt ftillremaine the Duke of Yorke. 

qio. I had thought at leaft he would haue faid the king. 

Or did he make the-icaft againft his will. 

War.' Twas Warwicke gaue thekingdome to thy brother. 
Edw.VJhy then tis mine,if but by Warwick. f pift. 

War .I,but thou art no .. dtlas for fo a great a weight 
And weakling,W*ru»^f takes his gift againe, '* 

Henry is my king , Warwicke his fubictSl. 

Edw.l prethce gallant Warwicke tell me this. 

What is the body when the head is off? * 

Glo. Alaffe,that Warwicke had no more foreftg'hc. 

But whilft he fought to fteale the fingle ten, 

The king was finely fingred from the decke. 

You left poore Henry in the Bifhops pallaee, 

And ten to one you’l meete him in the Tower. 

Sdw.Tis euen fo,and yetyou are old Warwicke ftill. 

War.O cheer efull colours,fee where Oxford comes. 

Enter Oxford, with drum and fouldiors , 

Ox. Oxford , Oxford, for Lancaster. -Exit. 

Ed.The gates 3re opcn,fee,they enter in. 

Lets follow thenv,and bid them battaile in the ftreetes. 

£?/<7.No,fo fome other might fet vponour backes 
Wee’l flay till all be entcred,and then follow them. * 

Enter S omerfet,witb Drum and foldiorsy 
Som.Semerfet, Somerjetfot Lane after. 

g/o.Two of thy name,both Dukes ofSomerfit, 

Haue folde their liues vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

And thou fti alt be the third,ifmyfword hold; 
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*&^&3fc2L*> broth “ 

^T^:7^^ SM r- 

Of^wcr C no U ghtobidbifb ro £X^l'" i ’“ !,10ng ’ 

P<*. Clarence, Clarence ,fof Lane after. 

Edrv.St tu 'Brute, wilt thou flab Cafar too ? 

A parhe firra, to George of Clarence. 

Sound aparlie and Richard and Clarence Mere to<reth*r andtU 
C^rence takes hie redRofeout of bis f-Jat J rbroJes >tatWarw!c{ 

u ;r^ o r whc »f ca ii 

* -*««££* 

I will not ruinate my fathers houfe 
( Who gaue his blood to lime the Hones together) 

Andfetvp Lancafter. Thinkeft thou, 8 

That Clarence is fo harfo vnnaturall 
To life his fword again!) his brothersHfe 
And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee. 

And to my brothers turne my blufoing checkes 
Pardon me Edvard for I haue done ami fle. 

And Rtcbard do not frowne vpon me# 

FOV ij a \t? h 1 WiU pr0Ue no niore vneonftant. 

•. ^-Welcome Clarence ,and ten times more welcome. 

Then if thou neuer had!) ddcru’d our hate# 

^.Welcome good Clarence,this is brotherly. 

Zf’Zf paffin S tra ' tor >periur’d and vniuft. 

e«a?.Now Warwicke,vi'\{t thou leaue 
The towne and fight ? or fhall W e beate the 
Stones about thine eares ? 

War, Why I am not . coopt vp hcere for defence, 

I will away to jR»Wprefently, 



IlM ' t a tfTorke And Lancu&er. 

And bid thee battaile,&foW if thou darU 
Edv.Yes Warwicke he dares, and leadcs the way 
Lords to the field,Saint George and vidtory. 7> 

Exeunt omnes. 

A l acmes, and then enter Warwicke wounded 
War. Mi, who is nie ? Come to me friend or foe* 

And tell me who is vi&or, Torke or Warwicke > *' * 

Why aske I that r my mangled body foewe^ 

That I mu!) yeeld my body to the earth. * 

And by my fall. toe conqueft to my foes. 

Thus yeclds the Cedar to the axes edge. 

Whole armes gaue (helter to the princely Eagle 
Vnder whofe lliade the rampant Lyon fiept * 

Whole top branch oucr-pecrd loues fpreading tree 
The wrincklcs in my browes now fild withbloud, * 

Were likened oft to kingly fepulchers. 

For who Hu’d king,but i could dig his graue? 

And who durft fmile,when Warwicke bent his brow i 
Loenow my glory fmeard in duft and blood; 

My parkes.my walkes.my mannors that 1 had 
Eucn now forfake me,and of all my Lands, * 

Is nothing left me but my bodies length. 

Enter Oxford and Somerfet., 

■ Oxf. Ah Warwicke, Warwick? ,cheere vp thy felfe and Hue, 

For yet cherc s hope enough to win the day. 

Our warlike Oueene wich troopes is come from Trance, 
And at Somh-hampton landed all her traine. 

And might!) thou liue, then would we neuer flie, 

^r.Why then I would not flie, nor haae I now. 

But Hercules himfelfe mu!) yeeld to ods, 

For many wounds recei u’d.and many more repaide, 
k *\ ( ro ™y ftron g knit finewes of their ftrength, 

lp, f5 t of , 1 P ,tes muft I yeeld to death. 

Som. Thy brother Montague hathbrcath’dhulafl, 
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The c ontention of the two famous Houfes 
And at the pangs of death I heard him cry 
And fay, Commend me to my va(i3nt brother: 

And more he would haue fpokc, and more he faidc. 

Which lounded like a clamour in a vault, 

That could not be diftinguilbt for the found. 

And io the valiant Montague gauevp the ghoft. 

War. What is pompe, rule, reigne, but earthand duft ? 
And hue we How we can, yet dye we muft, 

Sweecrcft hiHouIc, flye Lords, and faueyour fclaes, 
cor Warwick bids you ail farewell to mecte in heauen. 

• Oxf. Come Noble Somerfet, let’s take our hmfef^’ 

And caufe retreate be founded through the Campe 
That all our friends that yet remaine aliue, 

May be forewarn d, and faue themfelues by flight. 

That done, with them weell pofle vnto the Queene 
And once more try our fortune in the field. 

Sxit ambo* 

Enter Edward, flarence, and Glofler , with ' 

Soldiers. 

. Edw. Thus ftill our fortune giues vs vi<Storie 
And girt out temples with triumphant ioyes. 
Thebig-bon’d traitor Warwick hath breath’d his laft 
And heauen this day hath foil’d Vpon vs all. 

But in this cleare and brighclonie day, 

I fee a blacke fufpitious clowd appeare. 

That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 

Before he gaine his eafefull wefterne beames 
I meane thofe pow’ts which the Queene hath got in France 
Are landed, and meane once more to menace vs. 

Glo. Oxford and Somerfet are fled to her, 

And’tis likely, if (be haue time to breath. 

Her fa&ion will be full as ftrong as ours, 

Edw. We ate aduertifde by our louing friends. 

That they do hold their courfe towardes Tewksbury : 
Thither will we, for willingneffe rids way : 



And 



of Torke and Lancajler . 

And in eucry Country as we pafife along, 

Our ftrengths (ball be augmented. 

Come lets go,for ifweflacke this bright fummers day, 

Sharpe winters (bowers, will marre our hope for haie. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter the Queene , Prince Edward , Oxford and Somerfet, 
with Drum and Soldiors. 

Oueene .W elcome to England,my louing friends of France, 
And welcome Somerfet, and Oxford tpo. 

Once more haue we fpread our failes abroad, 
and though our tackling be almoft confumde, 
and Warwicke as our maine Maft ouerthrowne. 

Yet warlike Lords raife you chat fturdie pofle. 

That bcares the failes to bring vs vnto reft, 
and Ned and I as willing Pilots (bould. 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the fterne. 

To bcare vs through that dangerous gulfe 
That heeretofore hath fwallowed vp our friends. 

Prince. And if there be (as God forbid there fhould) 
amongft vs a timerous or fearefull man. 

Let him depart before the battailes ioync, 

Leafthein time of need entice another, 
and fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from vs, 

Iwillnotftand aloofe and bid you fight. 

But with my fword preafe in the thickeft throngs, . 
and finglc Edward ft om his flrongeft guard, 
and hand to hand enforce him for to yeeld, 

Orleaue my body as witnefle ofmy thoughts, 

Oxf. Women and children of fo high refolue. 

And warriors faint,why twere perpetuall Ibame. 

Oh braue young Prince,thy noble grandfather 
Doth liue agame in thee. 

Long maift thou liue to bcare his image. 

And to renew his glories. 

Som. And he that turnes and flies when fuch do fight. 

Let him to bed, and like the Owle by day 
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Be bid, and wondei ed at if he arifc. 

i nter a Mejfenger. 

Msjf. My Lords, Duke Edward with a mighty power 
Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 

Oxf. I thought it was his policy to take vsvnprouidcd 

But here will we (land and fight it to the death. 

Enter X . Edward flarence ,Gloft er, H dftings ,and fouldiers . 
t Edw. See brothers, yonder (lands the thorny wood 
Which by Gods afliftance, and your proweffe. 

Shall with ourfwords ere night be deane cut downe. 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I (hoiildfay 
My tcarcs gainfay.For as you fee, I drinke 1 

The water ofmineeycs. Then no more but this : 

Iienry our King is prifoner in the Tower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diftreft, 

And yonder (lands the Wolfe that makes all this ; 

Then on Gods name L ords together cry, Saint George. 
tsfll. Saint George for Lancafter. 

Jllarmes to the battell , Torke flies, then the chambers be difthamd, 
Then enter the King , Clarence , G loft errand the reft, making a great 
fhout, and cry, for Torke, for Torke, and then the Queene, Prince, 
Oxford, and Somerjet are taken , and then found and enter all <t~ 

gaine. 

Edw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles. 

Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle (Iraight/ 

For Somerfet, off with his guilty head. 

Away, I will not heare them fpeake. 

Oxf. , For my part lie not trouble thee with words. Exit Oxf, 
Som. Nor I, but (loop with patience to my death. ExitSm. 
Edw. Now Edward, what fatisfa&ion canftthou make. 
For ftirring vp my fubie&s to rebellion ? 

Prin. Speakelike a fubie&proud ambitious Yorkej 
Suppofe that I am now my fathers mouth, 

Refigne thy chaire.and where I (land, kneele thou, 

WhUft I propofe the fclfcfamc words to thee, 

i ' 



Which 



of Torh and Latecafler. 

Which Traitor thou wouldft haue me anfwer to. 

Qu. Oh that thy father had bene fo refolu’d. 

Glo. That you might dill haue kept yourpeticote,' 

And nere haue ftolne the breech from Lancafter. 

Prin. Let fable in a winters night. 

His currifti Riddles forts not with this place. 

Glo. By heauen brat,ile plague you for that word. 

Qu. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men, 

Glo, For Gods fake take away this capciue fcold. 

Prin. Nay take away this icolding Crookc-backe rather. 
Edw. Peace wilfull boy, Or I will tame your tongue. 

Cla. Vntutor’d Lad, thou art too malapart. 

Prin. I know my duty, you are all vndutifull. 

Lafciuious Edward, ana thou periur’d George, 

And thou milhapen Dicke, I tell you all 
I am your better. Traitors as you be. 

Edw. Take that, thou likenelTe of this railer here. Stabs him « 
Qu. Oh kill me too. 

Clo. Marry and (hall. 

Ed. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much alreadie. 
Glo. Why (hould fhe Hue to fill the world with words i 
Ed* What doth (lie fwound ? 

Make meanes for her recouery. 

Glo* Clarence, cxcufc me to the King my brother, 

I mud to London on a ferious matter. 

Ere you come there, you (hall heare more nevves. 

Cla. About what, prethce tell me ? 

G/c.The Tower man, the Tower : lie rootethem out. 

Exit Glofter. 

Qu. Ah Ned, fpeake to thy Mother boy : 

Ah, thou canft not fpeake. 

Traitors, Tyrants, bloody Homicides, 

They that (lab’d Cafar fhed no blood at all, 

For he was a man ; this, in refpe 61 a c'niide. 

And men nere fpend their fury on a childe. 

What’s worfe then Tyrant that I may not name? 
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Youhaue _ f _ 

■ The thought of them would then haue ftopt yourra°e 
But if you euer hope to hauc a Tonne, 

Hooke in his youth to haue him fo cut off. 

As traitors you haue done this fweet young Prince. 

Away,and beare her hence. ° 

Queene. Nay nere beate me hence, difpatch 
Meheere, heeieTheathcthy fword. 

He pardon thee my death.Wilt thou not i 
Then Clarence, do thou do it. 

heauen I would not do t&ee fo much cafe. 
Queene.Qood fldrence do, fweet Clarence kill me too. 
Cla.D idft thou not heare me fweare I would not do it ? 
Queen, I,but thou vfeft to forfwearc thy felfe, 

Twas finne before, but now tis charity. 

Where’s the diuels butcher,hard-fauoured Richard , 

Richard where art thou ? He is not here. 

Murder is his almes-deed. 

Petitioners for blood^aee’l nere put backe. 

Edw. Away I fay,and take her hence perforce. 

^.So come to you and yours,as to this Prince. Exit . 

E^w , .Clarence,whether is Glofter gone ? 

CVir.Marry my Lord to London,and asl guefle. 

To make a bloody, ftipperin the Tower. 

Edw Me is fudden if a thing come in his head. 

W ell,difcharge the common foldiors with pay 
and thanks,and now lets toward London, 

T o fee our gentle Queene how file doth fare. 

For by this 1 hope (he hath a fonne for vs. Exeunt emnet. 

Enter G lofler to King Henry in the Tower ♦ 

G/o.Good day my Lord. What at your booke fo hard ? 

Ben. I my good Lord. Lord l fliould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, good was little better. 

Good Glofter,and good Diuell, were all alike, 

W hat feene of death hath Rojim now to a$c i 
GYo.Sufpition alwaies haunts a guilty mindc. 

Hen. 
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no children diuelsJ.fvnn 



of Yorke'tmd Lemcalier. 

Hen.Tht bird once limde,doth feare the fatall bufh, . 

And I the haplcflc made to one poore bird, 

Haue now the fatall obiedt in mine cie. 

Where my poore young was limde,was caught and kild. 

Glo. Why, what a foole was that of Creetei 
That taught his fonne the office of a bird. 

And yet tor all that the poore Fowle was drownd; 

Hen. I Dedaltts, my poore fonne Icarus, 

Thy father Minos that denide our courfe, 

Thy brother Edward , the funne that fearde his wings, 

Andthou the enuieft gulfc thatfwallowed him. 

Oh better can my breaft abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine cares that tragicke hiftory. 

Glo. Why doft thou thinkc I am an executioner ? 

//<?». A perfecutor I am fure thou art. 

And if murdering innocents be executions. 

Then I know thou art an executioner. 

Glo. Thy fonne I kild for his prefumptiotu 

AT<?#.Hadft thou bin kild when firft thou didft prefume, 

Thou hadft not liude to kill a fonne of mine, 

And thus I prophefie of thee. 

That many a widow for her husbands death. 

And many an infants water Handing eie, 

Widowes for their husbands, children for their fathers, 

Shall curfe the time that euer thou wert borne, 

The Owle fhrikt at thy birth,an cuill figne. 

The night Crow cride.aboding lucklefl’e tune, 

Dogs howld, and hideous tempefls flvookedownc trees, 

The Rauen rookt her on the Chimnies top. 

And chattering Pies in difmall difeord fung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth lefle then a mothers hope, 

To wit : an vndigeft created lumpe, 

Not like the fruite of fuch a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne*. 

To fignifie thou cam'ft to bite the world. 

And ifthe reft be true that I haue heard, 

(^■3 ThoiJj 
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Thogxam’ft into the world ■ * s , 

9[°‘ Die prophet in thy fpceclyle heare no more * *** 
For this amongft the reft was I ordain’d. 

Hen. I, and for much more (laughter after this. 

OGod forgiuemy finnes, and pardon thee. tl»i 

Glo. What ? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter ' 

Sinkc into the ground ? I had thought it would haue mounted 
See how my fword wcepcs tot the poore Kings death. ' 

Novv may lucn purple teares alwayes be fhed. 

For luch as fecke the downfall of our houfe. * Stub him aoen 
Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thcethither .• 1 

I, that haue neither pitty , loue, nor feare. 

Indeede twas true that Henry told me oft 
For I haue often heard my mother fay, 

I came into the world with my legges forward. 

And had I not reafon thinke you to make haft 
And feeke their ruines that vfurp’d our rights / 

The women weeping, and the Midwife crying, 

0 Iefus blcffe vs, he is borne with teeth : 6 

A nd fo I was indeede. Which plainly fignified,* 

That I fhould fnarle and bite, and play the Do^ge. 

Then, fincc heauen hath made my body fo, ° 

Let hell make crook d my mindc to anftver it. 

1 had no Father, I am like no Father ; 

I haue no brothers, I am like no brothers; 

And this word Lone, which gray-beards termc Diuinc, 

Be reudent in men like one another. 

And not in me, I am my fclfc alone. 

Clarence beware, thou keptft me from the light. 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee; 

For I will buz abroad fuch Prophcfies, 

Vndcr pretence of outward feeming ill. 

As Edward (ball be fearefull ofhis life. 

And then to purge his feare, lie be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his fonne are gone. 

And Clarence thou art next muft follow them/ 

So by one and one dilpatxhing all the reft, 

Coun- 



of Torke and Lancafter , 

Counting my felfe but bad.till I be beft. 
lie drag thy body in another roome, 

And triumph Henry in thy day of doome. 

Enter King Edward,' Queette Elizabeth, and a Nttrfe with the jorng 
Prince, and Clarence, Cj lofier, Ha flings ,and others , 




Edw . Once more we fit inEnglands throne, 

Repurchaft with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foemen like to Autumnes come, 

Haue wc mow’d downe in tops of all their ptide ? 

Three Dukes of Somerfet, three-fold renownd 
For hardy and vndoubted Champions. 

Two ClifFords,ajthe father and the fonne. 

And two Northumberlands,two brauer men 
Nere fpurd their Courfers at the trumpets found. 

With them the two rough Bcares, Warwiche and C Montague, 
That in their chaines fettered the Kingly Lion, 

And made the Forreft tremble when they roard, 

Thus haue we fwept fufpition from our feat. 

And made our footftoolc of fecurity. 

Come hither Hejfe,m& let me kiffe my boy, 

Young Ned, lot thee,thine Vncklei and my felfe, 

Haue in our armours watcht the winters night, 

Marchtall afoot,in fummers Raiding heate. 

That thou mightft repofleffe the crowne in peace; 

And of our labours thou fhalt reape the gaine. 

Glo . lie blafthis haruefftif your head were laid, 

For yet I am not lookt on in the world. 

This fhoulder was ordaind fo thicke to heaue. 

And heaue it (ball fome weight, or breake my backe, 

Worke thou the way,and thou (halt execute. 

Edw. Brothers of C larence and of Glofter, 

Pray loue my louely Queene, 

And kiffe your Princely Nephew, both. 

CU. The duty that I owe vnro your Maiefty, 

I feale vpon. the rofiate lips of this fweese Babe. 

Queene*. 
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-^tijene. Th a n k e s noble Clarence , worthy brother rh-.nl 
^.Anc l that Iloue thefruite from 
Witnefle the louing kiffe I giue the childe. P 

To fay the truth, fo Iud M kill his matter. 

And 1° he ende all hailo; and meant all harmc. 

» N° w am r f cated as my foule deli h 

ffsvMcV 11 yoUr § racehaue done with t Margaret } 
Reynard her father, to theKing of France & 

Hath pawnd the Cicels and Iernfalem, 

And hither haue they fent it for a ranfomc. 

Edrv. Away with her,and waft her hence to France, 
And now what reft ? ,but that we fpend the time. 

With ftately triumphs and mirthfull comicke fliewes 
Such as befits the pleafures of the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets,farwell to fowre annoy. 
For heere I hope begins our lading ioy. * 

Exeunt omnes. 

FINIS. 
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